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There are millions of electrical equipment units in doil/ use in factories, homes, offic* 
buildings ond on farms. Skilled electrical technicians ore needed to keep this equip- 
ment in good running condition. Learn at homPrin your spare time. 


$S.00-:*6.00 PER HOUR 


Is often chorged for making ordinary repairs. We show you how to repair refrigera- 
tors, vacuum' cleaners, washing machines, motors, factory equipment, electricol farm 
equipment, do house wiring, etc. 


BEGIN IN YOUR OWN KITCHEN, BASEMENT OR GARAGE. You don't need 
elaborote fixtures or expensive equipment to be a successful repairman. Work os \ 
many hours as you wish. The Electrical Appliance Technicion is his own bossl 'T 

H 


IF YOU ARE MECHANICALLY INCLINED, con hold and use tools, we will give 
you the training ond time saving kits— a multi-purpose CHRISTY ELECTRONIC KIT 
whose dials show you exactly where the trouble lies with electrical equipment thot 
does not work properly— a CERAMIC HEATEf KIT that enables you to w»» your own 
heating elements and pocket ail’ of the profits for yourself— LESSON AAANUALS writ- 
ten in simple, easy-to-understond languoge profusely illustrated showing step-by-step 
repair shortcuts— all of which give you the Know-how for making more 
money and how to get financiol security. * 


YOU ALSO LEARN how to build power toots from spare ports, 
solicit business and keep business coming in, what to charge your 
etc. Thousands of CHRISTY groduates in oil parts of the world 
value of CTS Training. WRITE FOR SPECIAL PAY LATER FORM. 


•fi, h?w to I 
customers, . I 
prove tfie-r- 


CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, DEPT. A-1587 
3214-16 W. LAWRENCE, CHICAGO 25, ILL. 


MA/L THIS COUPON TODAY!. 


CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. A-1587 
3214-16 W. Lawrence, Chicago 25, III. 


Gentlemen: 

Please rush me your FREE lUUSTRATEO BOOK about Eleciricoi Appliance 
Servicing, facts on youri Electronic Kit and Speciol form for paying later 
from earnings while learning. 






Thi* ttory aeluaUy happened. The man’s name hat been ehqnf/ed 
and Ikit it nol hit photograph, 6ut the facte are trve. 


“Your name is on the list” 



Doug Mott was not surprised. The reeession 
was on and the assembly line where he worked 
was almost at a standstill. 

And then, strangely, the boss began to smile. 
“You know how the Engineering Department 
sends us blueprints and then we have to send 
them back for revision because they just aren’t 
practical to produce?” Doug nodded . . . won- 
dering. “That’s waste . . . and we can’t allow it 
to continue. That’s why we thought that if we 
had a man who knew assembly and production 
— and drafting, too — he could act as liaison 
man between engineering and production. You - 
know production, Doug . . . and you’re stodying 
drafting with I.C.S. You’ve got a new job. 
Congratulations ! ” 

Doug Mott now heads a drafting room. But 
he will never forget the day his name was on 
the list to be laid off. 

Good times or bad, I. C. S. training sets a man 
off from his fellows, puts him on the road to 
promotion. You can start on that road by filling 
out the coupon now! 


For Real Job Security — Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX E7737G , SCRANTON 15, PENNA. 

WithQut cost or obligation, stnd me "HOW to SUCCEED" and the 


AcctmHM MtmNr, 

National Homo Study Council 



ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

□ Air Conditioning 

□ Architecture 

□ Arch. Drawing and 
Designing 

□ Building Contractor 

□ Building Estimator 

□ Carpenter Builder 

□ iCarpentry and Millwork 

□ Carpenter Foreman 

□ Heating 

□ Painting Contractor 

□ Plumbing 

□ Reading Arch. Blueprints 

ART 

□ Commercial Art 

□ Magazine lltus. 

□ Show Card and 
Sign Lettering 

□ Sketching and Painting 
AUTOMOTIVE 

□ Automobile 

□ Auto Body Rebuilding 
and RefinIshing 

□ Auto Engine Tuneup 

□ Aute Technician 

Nam a_ 

C«y 


AVIATION 

□ Aero-Engineering Technology 

□ Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 
BUSINESS 

□ Accounting 

□ Advertising 

□ Business Administration 

□ Business Management 

□ Cost Accounting 

□ Creative Salesmanship 

□ Managing a Small Business 

□ Professional Secretary 

□ Public Accounting 

□ Purchasing Agent 

□ Salesmanship 

□ Salesmanship and 
Management 

□ Traffic Management 
CHEMICAL 

□ Analytical Chemistry 
-£] Chemical Engineering 

□ Chem. Lab. Technician 

□ Elements of Nuclear Energy 

□ General Chemistry 

□ Natural Gas Prod, and Trans. 

□ Petroleum Prod, and Engr. 

□ Professional Engineer (Chem) 

□ Pulp and Paper Making 


(Partial list of 259 courses) 
opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lessen): 


CIVIL 
ENGINEERING 

□ Civil Engineering 

□ Construction Engineering 

□ Highway Engineering 

□ Professional Engineer (Civil) 

□ Reading Struc. Blueprints 

□ Sanitary Engineer 

□ Structural Engineering 

□ Surveying and Mapping 
DRAFTING 

□ Aircraft Drafting 

□ Architectural Drafting 

□ Drafting & MKhine Design 

□ Electrical Drafting 

□ Mechanical Drafting 

□ Sheet Metal Drafting 

□ Structural Drafting 
ELECTRICAL 

□ Electrical Engineering 

□ Elec. Engr. Technician 

□ Elec. Light and Power 

□ Practical Electrician 

□ Praclicat Lineman 


□ Good English 

□ High School Mathematics 
^ School Science 

□ Short Story Writing 
LEADERSHIP 

□ Industrial Foremanship 

□ Industrial Supervision 

□ Personnel-Labor Relations 

□ Supervision 
MECHANICAL 
and SHOP 

□ Diesel Engines 

□ Gas-Elec. Welding 

□ Industrial Engineering 

□ Industrial Instrumentation 

□ Industrial Metallurgy 

□ Industrial Safety 

□ Machine Shop Practice 

R ~®~> 


□ industrial Electronics 

□ Practical Radio-TV Eng’r'g 

□ Practical Telephony 

□ Radio-TV Servicing 

RAILROAD 

□ Car Inspector and Air Brake 

□ Diesel Electrician 

□ Diesel Engr. and Fireman 

□ Diesel Locomotive 

STEAM and 
DIESEL POWER 

□ Combustion Engineering 

□ Power Plant Engineer 

□ Stationary Diesel Engr. 

□ Stationary Fireman 


□ Quality Control 

□ Reading Shop Blueprints 

□ Refrigeration and 
Air Conditioning 


□ Professional Engineer (Etec) □ Tool Design □ Tool Making 
HIGH SCHOOL 

□ High School Diploma 


□ Textile Designing 

□ Textile Finikning & Dyeing 

□ Throwing 

□ Warping and Weaving 

□ Worsted ManufKturing 


Censdian residents send coupon to international Correspondence Schools, Canadian. Ltd.. 
-Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 
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ACTION-PACKED THRILLERS 
I BLASTED THE CUBAN LUST SYNDICATE 14 

By Cal Harding as told to Mark Brand 

The wantons wouldn’t permit me to live another hour, 

SWIM THROUGH YOUR OWN BLOOD TO SLAUGHTER BEACH 18 


By Paul Howard 

Your buddy cries out for help, but he’s as good as dead. 

KICKS THAT KILL-OUR ORGY OF THE ’60’s 20 

By Steve Lawton 

Even the most innocent item is a weapon of self-destruction. 

PRETTY PARISIAN 22 

HELL’S WIZARD DEMANDS CHAINED NUDES 26 

By Andrew Blake 

Satan himself stood guard over his foul disciple. 

SEPARATE SIN: SUBURBIA’S LATEST CRAZE 28 

By Floyd Martin 

The crab grass set has come up with arnew gimmick. 


INCREDIBLE PASSION DUEL OF DENVER’S HARLOT OUEENS 30 

By Jim McDonald 

She’d reigned as undisputed ruler of a lusting Tenderloin. 

SOFT BODIES FOR THE NAZI’S HALL OF THE LIVING DEAD 32 


By Chuck McCarthy 

The strain of madness was in the Nazi's family. 

SEX HABITS THAT CAN SMASH YOUR LIFE 34 

By Gabriel Morrell, M.D. 

There are many threatening shadows which can blot out your dreams. 

I HUSTLE FOR THE YANKEE DOLLAR 36 

By Marie Duval 

They may be whiz-kids with finance, but they’re scared boys with me. 

INTERNATIONAL BEAUTY 38 

DEPARTMENTS 

WHAT THIS COUNTRY NEEDS 6 

BLAST OFF - 8 

GRINS, GUFFAWS & CHUCKLES 10 

MEDICAL TIPS FOR MEN 12 
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30 Job Experience Projects Included 

CTI lessons are written in simple English and 
Mly illxistrated. Thousands have learned auto 
mechanics through lessons alone. To make it still 
easier to apply “lesson learning” to actual auto 
repairing, and to build your confidence, CTI pro- 
vides each student with 30 Job Experience Projects. 
This practical instruction will encourage you to 
begin repairing cars as vou train, and earn money 
in spare time. It will help you get exi>erience. 

student letters prove training works 

“Have started my own tune-up and brake shop.”— 
G. Gunz, Cal. “Am proud I finished course. Have 
two job oflFers.”— Barden Vance, Ind. “Am working 
as a mechanic and earn twice what 1 used to. Made 
$25 a week as I trained.”— Jerome Slowik, 111. “Am 
now a senior auto mechanic. Made $800 during 
training.”— Ronald Wharton, Ind. 


Are you proud off 
your .payclieck? 

You could be ... If you mastered 
Auto Mechanics, a well-paid trade 

You have been thinking of improving yourself. You would like to 
get a technical education, so that you can qualify for a better job 
and greater security. Why not consider the automotive field, one 
of Americas greatest? Over 7 million cars and trucks are sold each 
year. These, added to the 57 million vehicles already in use, provide 
a rich source of rewarding jobs for trained mechanics. The pay is 
well above average, work is steady and opportunities exist in almost 
any community. 

Train at home for a better job or your own business 

You don’t need a formal education or previous experience to master 
auto mechanics. You can learn at home by devoting a few hours 
each evening and week-end to training. CTI, one of America’s fore- 
most auto training schools, will send lessons that are easy to read 
and understand. You’ll receive tools and instruments, as well as shop 
projects, to help you gain experience as you learn. You keep your 
present job and switch to your new occupation when you are ready. 


15 KITS OF TOOLS AND TESTING INSTRUMENTS 




VACUUM GAUGE AND 
FUEL FUMF TESTEII; 
COMFRESSION TESTER 


STARTER CURRENT BAHERY CELL TESTER FOWER TIMING LIGHT 
INDICATOR 

Testing instruments help locate engine and e/«ctr/caf 
sysfRm troubles quickly, save time and effort. You also 
get a set of mechanic's tools. Only CTI sends this much 
equipment. 


Mnny enm cosh in spore time 

Many CTI students begin repair work before 
they graduate — some after a few lessons. 
They report thaUthey save money fixing 
their own cars. Many do repair and service 
work for friends. With their profits they pay 
tuition, sometimes earn enough to build and 
outfit a repair shop. Full-time businesses 
often develop this way. 

Diesel Mechonics or 
Body-Fender Repoir 

As part of your training, CTI also sends in- 
struction on either Diesel Mechanics or Body 
& Fender Rebuilding. These lessons may add 
considerably to your earning potential. No 
extra charge. Only CTI gives you a choice. 


C/ip coupon before turning page — 
Be sure to fill out and mail today 

Clip out, fill out and mail the handy coupon, or write on a 
postcard. CTI will mail complete information on opportuni- 
ties for skilled mechanics; and descriptions of lessons, job 
experience projects, tools and instrumeriti. These booklets 
are free. By reading the facts, you can judge 
for yourself whether you'd like to get into the 
well-paid secure automotive field. Act todayl 


COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 
1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE 

CHICAGO 26. ILLINOIS DEFT. A-3M 

Send me your opportunity booklet. Moke Big Money 
in Auto Meehanict. Also, Sample Lessons. Both FREE. 


Commercial Trades Institute • Chicago 26, III. 
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the 
boy 
who 
grew 
up 
in a 
house 
full 
of 

manless 
women 
The strange 
Relationship 

between Nietzache 
and his sister Elisabeth 
WITHHELD 
FOR FIFTY YEARS 

revealed at last in the 
phl^otopher^t oten eonfettion 

MY SISTER 
AND I 



The eto'.'y of a Famous Brother and 
a terrifyingly ambitious younger Sister, 
who conceived a love for each other as 
children and continued to do so into 
maturity — to the exclusion of all other 
men and women. 

One has to read only a few pages of 
this breathless book to realize why it' 
has been hushed up all these years. 

Quite simply, and in fearful earnest, 
the century’s greatest philosopher 
tells how he was gi^ually led into this 
extraordinarily dangerous love - trap 
which kept him from marrying and 
caused the suicide of his sister’s only 
husband. 

MY SISTER AND I was written in 
an asylum in Jena. Undoubtedly it was 
his studied revenge on his family for 
refusing to let him publish an earlier 
confession, entitled Ecce Homo which 
did not appear till ten years after his 
death. 

MY SISTER AND I had to wait 
over fifty years because it could not 
be made public until all the actors in 
the gi*eat drama had passed away. 

PUBLISHED AT $5 
Special Price to Our Readers 

ONLY *3.95 

Order Before Stock U Exhausted 


CONTINENTAL BOOKS RMG.« 

451 Broadwsr. New York 18, N. Y. 

Gentlemen 1 I encloee $3.95 tor mr «opr the $5 
edition ot MY SISTER AND I. I may return It for 
full erodlt If It doat not fuUy meet my axpactatlom. 
NAME 

r-'wv yowr HTATF 

□ Send C.O.D. 


WHAT. 

COUNTK 

NEEDS... 



BRITAIN HAS PUT AN END to a 
law which encouraged crime. We’d 
be wise to follow suit. Since 1831 it 
has been illegal in England to pay 
manual workers in any form other 
than “coin of the realm.” The law 
was originally enacted to protect 
workers from unscrupulous em- 
ployers who paid them off in arbi- 
trarily priced food, clothing and 
liquor. That policy no longer exists, 
of course, but payroll robberies be- 
came so numerous recently that the 
law had to be abolished. Many of 
our employers still pay in cash. 
Proof that this outmoded system is 
dangerous is evidenced by the fact 
that in New York City alone there 
are 1,000 payroll robberies annual- 
ly. 

SEAT BELTS have saved countless 
lives and have prevented serious 
brain injuries during automobile 
accidents. The next problem to 
tackle is the invention of a device 
to keep doors from swinging open 
upon impact. Experts say approx- 
imately 5500 lives would be saved 
yearly. 

WHAT HAS HAPPENED to the 
navy ruling which states that menf- 
bers of the same family should not 
be assigned to the same ship? When 
the submarine Thresher went down 
there were two brothers on it. Their 
deaths left eight children fatherless. 
The ruling went into effect during 
World War II when the five Sulli- 
van brothers went down with their 
ship. Has it been abandoned? 

1962 WAS A BLACK YEAR on the 
nation’s highways. 41,000 deaths 
were recorded. Many accidents oc- 
curred because the driver’s foot 
slipped off the brake pedal and onto 
the accelerator. On cars with auto- 
matic transmissions it would be a 
simple matter to locate the gas 
pedal where the clutch used to be. 
The innovation would eliminate one 
cause of a toll that grows grimmer 
each year. 


IN HIS FIRST TALK to policy- 
making officers at the State Depart- 
ment, Dean Rusk said, “The pilot ^ 
of a jet aircraft has a check list of 
many dozen questions which he 
must answer satisfactorily before he 
takes off on a flight. Would it not be 
interesting and revealing if we had 
a check list of questions which we 
would answer systematically before 
we take off on a policy?” 

A NEW TYPE OF SPY is costing 
American business firms millions of 
dollars every year. He’s the em- 
ployee who walks off with a toy- 
maker’.s idea, a secret formula for 
an antibiotic breakthrough or per- 
haps a prized dress design. The 
American Cyanamid Company esti- 
mates they’ve lost 10 million in re- 
search expenditures recently when 
a new wonder drug culture was 
stolen from their Lederle Labora- 
tories in Pearl River, New York. 
Rewards for spying can go as high 
as $50,000, but the Burns Detective 
Agency once found love to be the • 
motivation behind a theft. A young 
woman worked for a radio manu- 
facturer so she could steal ideas for 
her boyfriend who Wes' employed 
by a rival firm. , 

THE NEW YORK STATE ATH- 
LETIC COMMISSION has respond- 
ed to public protests over the rash 
of ring deaths and injuries, by mak- 
ing the following changes in the 
boxing code: Time of roimds in pre- 
liminary bouts will be reduced from 
three to two minutes. The auto- 
matic eight-count and the three- 
knock-downs-a-round-is-out ride 
will be^ ’ applied to championship 
fights. Six-ounce gloves will be re- 
placed by eight-oimce gloves for all 
contests. “Saved by tlje bell” will 
be outlawed. If a boxer is knocked 
'down with less than 10 seconds re- 
maining in the round the count will 
continue despite the bell. If he is 
unable to recoup at the count of 
10 he will be declared the loser. 
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Train for fhe Fields 

MECHANICAL DRAFTING 
AERONAUTICAL DRAFTING 
ARCHITECTURAL DRAFTING 
MACHINE DRAFTING 
CONSTRUCTION DRAFTING 
ELECTRICAL DRAFTING 
STATISTICAL CHART DRAWING 
HIGHWAY DRAFTING • MAP MAKING 
PLUMBING LAYOUTS 

CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL gives you 
complete basic training that prepares you for 
specialization in the field of your choice. Do as 
these men did . . . ENROLL WITH CHRISTY 
TRADES SCHOOL. 

AN EXCiPTIONAl STUDENTi “I am goi«g to drop a bomb 
In your lap. When I first inquired about your school I 
received a booklet describing the need for draftsmen. 
Those were not "catch phrases" you used in your book- 
let, but FACTS. There Is a terrible shortage of draftsmen 
here in the East. 

Realizing this. I enrolled. Just about one month, or my 
second lesson I had been hired os a draftsman! 

Our company president says “it is hard to hire a 
draftsman for so few are studying." 

-J. R. E.. Bordentoion, NJ. 
"Three years ago 1 completed your Course in Drafting. 
I began as a Junior Draftsman, subsequently to a Senior 
Draftsman, then I Joined a construction firm as an Ar- 
chitectural Draftsman. Recently I joined the Engineer- 
Ing Department of the New York Telephone Co- Each 
move has had a good salary increase." 

-H. P. D.. Albany, N.Y. 
"Since July 18. I have been working as a Draftsman on 
Electrical. Mechanical and Des^n Drafting. Rushing thru 
the remaining lessons of your Course so I can graduate. 

—James J. McKlet/. 
"One year 4go 1 enrolled with CKJ^STY TR/\DES 
SCHOOL. I am now employed with the P engi- 

neering Co., and have already had 3 sizeable raises. 
Thank you . . ."—John Hanson, Chicago. 

"Last Monday I inquired aljput a drafting position. Start- 
ing salary was $69.00 with no experience, i was told that 
If I car^ to wait until I finished my course I could ex- 
pect much more salary. Thanks for the knowledge you've 
plac^ in my hands and head.”— Mel R. F. Yonkers, N.Y. 
"I am a builder and have always wanted to learn to do 
blue print work. I have received as high as $175.00 for a 
single set of plans.”-E. H. P., Little Rock, Ark. 


W£ GIVE YOU.. iSFND LFree Book ! 


CTS revolutionery, new method teaches you the why, 
wherefore and correct how-to of Mechanical, Structur^ 
Machine, Achitectural, Aeronautical Drafting. 

DRAFTSMEN earn more and enjoy pleasant working 
conditions. If you can red and write, CHRISTY can give 
you the training you need to become a full-fledged, pro- 
fessional Draftsman. Industry always pays Big Money 
to those who create new and better ways of doing things. 
Many top executit^s started as Draft^en. 

CTS USES INTERESTING HOW-TO TRAINING 

With Christy, you learn Drafting by drawing. You work 
on actual projects. You help create things. You learn by 
doing . . . learn the easy-to-remember way. 

PAY AS YOU LEARN PLAN 

You can receive CHRISTY PROFES- 
SIONAL DRAFTING TRAINING - Draft- 
ing Lessons, Drafting Instruments, Drafting 
Equipment, ‘'Drafting Supplies, Portable 
rirafting Table, etc., on our special Pay-As- 
You-Leam-PIan. Send today for Sproial 
Form and FREE Book. No obligation. 

CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. D.7I7 
3214 W. Lawrence, Chicago 25. 


Professional Drafting Set (complete 
Draftsmen s lalile .Portable S Folding 
Lesson Manuals 
T Square Tru Edge 
Transparent Angles 45 . 60 ^ 

Freiidi Curve. Shield, Compass 
Di.iwing Paper. Ink, Pencils, etc. 


CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, D«p«. D-767 
3214 W. lawranca Ava., ChlMg* 25, III. 

Mall me at once your big FREE book on Drafting and Blue Printing. Tell me hew I can get 
your Home Training, Drafting Instruments. Drafting Table and all working materials, on 
your PAY-AS-YOU-LEARN PLAN. 
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FINISH 
HIGH 
SCHOO 
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for Better Jobs 
for Better Pay 
for More Security 


Without your hlfth school diploma, you’ll 
hare a hKd time landing a choice Job— a 
job that will give you good money and a 
real future. Look at the facte: 

• U. S. Government surveys show High 
School graduates make nearly $30 a week 
more than non-graduates— $60,000 In a 
lifetime. . , . . , 

s Most companies now require a high school 
education tor all but their poorest jobs, 
s As automation takes over, the crying 
need for educated people grows— but 
opportunities for the untrained shrink. 
So. if you never attended or completed 
high school, RIGHT NOW Is the time to do 
something about it. Delay, and your 
chances for success grow dimmer. 

Get Your Diploma At Home, 

In Your Spars Tims 

You can win your all-important diploma 
at home, in your spare time, just the way 
other Wayne graduates of all ages have. No 
need to quit work to attend classes. Wayne 
Trsrningis accredited by the. Accrediting 
Commission of the N.H.S.C. You get cred 
it for subsets you’ve already completed 
— or we offer a full 4-year program. 

Our skilled Instructors help you every 
step of the way. Simplified teaching 
methods. Everything Is mapped out for 
your benefit. Free Placement Service to 
graduates. 

When you receive your diploma, you can 
hold your head high— you’re od the way to 
bigger things, a more secure future, a 
larger income. 


GIcBun'K.MI. 


Don’t put it off! Get the facts 
completing high school at home the re- 
liable Wayne way. If you’re 17 or over, and 
not In school, send coupon today for Free 
Book, “Graduate to Success.’’ Do It today! 
There’s no obligation. 
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I WAYNE School 

I 417 $. DMrbem St., Dept. 21 -S04 
I Chkago 5, lllineh 

I Add IS 


OFF^ 




I Zone i( County State. 

I Accredited Member-National Home Study Council 


Dear Editor: 

In the story THEIR PASSION 
PROBLEMS CAN ROAST YOU 
ALIVE the writer failed to touch 
on the inadvertent fire starters who 
thoughtlessly (or maybe not so 
thoughtlessly) flip cigarettes from 
cars or leave campfires burning. Did 
you know that even a discarded soft 
drink bottle can start a fire? Sun 
rays hitting the glass just right can 
be made to converge on one tiny 
spot, much like the child’s trick of 
using a magnifying glass in the sun- 
light to start paper blazing. Why 
don’t you make these careless “Fire- 
bugs” the subject of your next ar- 
ticle? 

G.P., Seattle, Washington 
Dear Editor: 

Re: Television “doctors” who are 
making us hypochondriacs-as ap- 
• peared in youf WHAT THIS COUN- 
TRY NEEDS column. In my opin- 
ion, only those who are potential 
hypos are susceptible to shows of 
that nature. These people are the 
same ones who imagine they have 
the symptoms of those who are ac- 
tually ill. So if doctors’ offices are^ 
filled with patients who only think 
th^’re sick, don’t blame television. 

T.G., Jacksonville, Florida 

Dear Editor: 

BACKYARD SIN - SUMMER’S 
PLAGUE, which appeared in your 
last issue, has truths in it that may 
be responsible for the exodus from 
suburbia taking place all over the 
country. Newspapers and weekly 
news magazines are reporting a 
growing restlessness among sub- 
urbanites. Commuting problems, 
high taxes and an awakening to the 
fact that sordidness is not neces- 
sarily restricted to the cities have 
given them a desire to return to 
urban conveniences. 

R.K., Lakehurst, New Jersey 

Dear Editor: 

Jerry West’s article BACKYARD 


SIN came as no surprise to me. You 
have to be a suburbanite to appre- 
ciate the problems brought out in 
his piece. And I’m telling you there 
was plenty Mr. West didn’t men- 
tion, too. Anyway, I hope your read- 
ers who are contemplating a move 
to the suburbs will be sure to watch 
for signs of trouble pointed out in 
the article. 

C.D., Herricks, New York 
Dear Editor: 

Nowhere in the ETO was German 
resistance stronger than it was at 
the Ziegfried Line. Your story in 
the last, issue SKEWER OUR GUTS 
ON THE DEVIL’S STAKE, failed 
to point out that fact. GIs faced an 
enemy that was not psychologically 
prepared to have their land invaded. 
Standing at their own doorstep, so 
to speak, the Germans fought with 
a desperation that was not in evi- 
dence at Bastogne or anywhere 
along the entire length of the Bat- 
tle of the Bulge. 

D.R., Indianapolis, Indiana 

Dear Editor: 

I d^^n’t like the idea oFyour ex- 
posing my job as a busboy. Sure 
these things that Tom Edwards 
writes about reSlly happen. I service 
resort wives just as he does, but I 
don’t go blabbing it all over mag- 
azine pages. Besides, I like per- 
forming extra “services.” If Tom 
doesn’t, as he says, why doesn’t he 
get out of the racket? 

Y.C., Plymouth, Vermont 

Dear Editor: 

Rennie Cortez in your last issue 
calls herself the SOUTH AMERI- 
CAN DELIGHT. She’s the first 
Latin I’ve seen with -Irish eyes. 
)fou’re being put on, editor old boy. 
I'll bet Rennie’s real name is Mag- 
gie O’Toole. But what’s the differ- 
ence as long as your choice of love- 
ly dolls maintains its high quality. 

G.Y., Oakland, California 




Don BoUnder, M.A., University of Ciiicsgo ; B.8.. 
Northwestern University; Director of Career 
Institute: authority on adult education. 


You havo inlollisonco. You have ability. 
You have ambition. But are you getting 
ahead as fast as you think you should? 

Lot's bo frank, and maybe I can save you 
from years of disappointment. You see, 
none of us will ever go any farther than 
our ability to speak and write wili let us 
go. Each of us has something special to 
offer, but nobody will ever know it if we 
cannot express ourselves fully aiwl easily. 

Think about it. Are there words you avoid 
using because you’re not exactly sure what > 
they mean? Axe you sometimes unsure of 
yourself in a conversation with new ac- 
quaintances? Do you have difficulty put- 
ting your true thoughts in a letter or report? 

Tho truth is, countless numbers of intelli- 
gent, adult men and women are being held 
back in their jobs and social lives— without 
knowing it— because of their English. If 
you are honest enough with yourself to 
admit these difficulties, you have already 
taken the first big step to success. 

The next^ap is aasy. You can^rnusfer 
good English without going back to school. 
Over the years, I have helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their’^vocabularies, im- 
prove their writing, and become interest- 
ing conversationalists— righr in their own 
homes'. 

1 can help you, too, if you will give 15 
minutes a day to the Career Institute 
Method of mastering good Eng^b. My 
answers to the following questions will 
show you how quickly and easily you can 
do something about getting ahead. 



Don Bolander 
Director, Career Institute 


If you honestly wantjto get ahead . . . 

Let Me Help You 
Master Good English 

Give me 15 minutes a day, and 1 will help you 
«. leam to speak and write like a college graduate 


OuMiion What is so important about my 
ability to speak and wtite? 

Aruwsr People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Good English is abso- 
lutely necessary for making a good im- 
pression and getting ahead in business 
and social life. You can't express your 
ideas fully or reveal your true personal- 
ity without a sure command of good 
English. 

Quettien What do you mean by a "com- 
mand of good English"? 

Answer It means you can express yourself 
clearly and easily without fear of em- 
barrassment or making mistakes. It 
means you can write well, carry on a 
good conversation — also read rapidly 
and remember what you read. 

Question Are there other advantages t<^ 
be gained by acquiring a commandfof 
good English? 

Answer Yes! Words are actually “tools 
M thought.” The more you leam about 
words and how to use them to form and 
express your ideas, the better your 
thinking becomes. For this reason a 
command of good English often pays 
of! in unexpected ways. 

Question Wouldn’t I have to gc^baek to 
school for a command of good English? 

Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only a few minutes each day. 

Question Is this something new? 

Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The unique Career Institute Method 
quickly snows you how to stop making 


embarrassing mistakes, gain a colorful 
vocabulary, write clearly and well, and 
discover the “secrets” of interesting 
conversation. 

Question How do I know it works? 

Answer There are thousands of letters in 
my files, testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing results. If you send 
in the coupon below, I will share some 
of these letters with you. 

Question Who are some of these people? 

Answer The Career Institute Method is 
used by men and women of all Ages. 
Some have attended college, others mgh 
school, and others only grade school, 
liie method has helped business men 
and women, homemakers, industrial 
workers, clerks, secretaries . . . almost 
anyone you can think of. 

Qutstion £Totv long will it take me to learn 
to speak and write like a college gradu- 
ate, using your method? , 

Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to*gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. .. 

Question How can I find out more about 
the Career Institute Method? 

Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page 
booklet to you. The booklet fully ex- 
plains the new easy-to-follow Career 
Institute Method and tells how you can 
gain a command of good English, 
quickly and enjoyably, at home. Just 
send a postcard or fill out and mail the 
coupon below. 


DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept 29ic , 30 East Adanp, Chicago 3, HI. 
Please mail to me, without obligation, a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 
How TO Gain a Command of Good English. 

NAME 
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THE QUEEN OF CAPER brings you 
old-time French favorites, long circulated by 
word of mouth. Some are true stones, frolics 
of the bigwigs, barely veiled. Some are sly, 
ingenious concoctions. Some are bold bur- 
lesque. All make bang-up, blowout entertain- 
ment, with ACTION louder than words. 

DIVERSIONS 

A»s“ull FUHery i-' Th* ShoU In Nlqhflt 


Th* Lo»« Powdsr 


. Evil 


<■ The Widow end the 
Spanish Horse 


' A Slip of the Tonque 
» Sec N9 Evil 


w. ... ..V The Masked Lady end ~ 

the Stable Boy end the 
Lady 

The Amorous Monkey 

..TK. 

^ Seu^ for the (Sander A Testy Dish, etc 
v" Plus 43 Brceiy Illustrations 
In THE QUEEN OF CAPER you get the 
best of the Heptameron by Margaret, Queen 
of Navarre. It’s adult reading — a sassy clas 
sic, long censored and still hard to get. Enjoy 
the iintampercd text, an exact translation of 
the famous French original. Enjoy the wag- 
gish, full-page pictures by a talented artist. 

GUARANTEED 

Sample these Varieties in 
Comedy 10 days free. Guar- 
anteed to "sass up” your 
night life or your money back. 


0 


MAU COUPON TODAY 


PLAZA lOOft CO.. OEPT ! 

lOf Brood St., Now York 4. N. Y. B 

Send THE QUEEN OF CAPER in pUin wrap- | 
per If not pleesed, I may return it .n 10 deys . 
•fund. j 

I enclose S2. 00— send postpaid. | 

Send C O.D. I'll pay postmen $2.00 plus | 

I 


postaqe. 

Nome 

Address. 
City. 
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By PAUL STEINER 


Zone State 

Cenads end Forelqn— S2.S0 with order 


HISTORICAL: The well-dressed 

man of the 18th century carried a 
fur muff, with the richest using 
only sables ... In the reign of Hen- 
ry III, the smartly-attired man 
wore beaver gloves lined with chih- 
chilla-and the lining was turned 
back at least an inch, for all to see. 

IN THE SATIRICAL film comedy, 
THE BALCONY, Shelly Winters, as 
the madam, has this to say: “The 
World is full of whores-what it 
needs is a good bookkeeper!” 

“LAFAYETTE,” the first movie 
about Paul Joseph Yves Gilbert— 
the Marquis de Lafayette-is spe- 
cifically concerned with the period 
of his youth, when he was torn be- 
tween love for his wife (whom ho 
married when she was 14 and he 
was 16) and his love of liberty; 
when he participated in swashbuck- 
ling and romantic adventures in 
(France and heroic and courageous 
endeavors in America under George 
Washington in the Revolutionary 
War. An orphan at two years of 
age, Lafayette inherited his grand- 
father’s estate when he was 12, and 
became one of the richest men of 
his time. Much of this vast wealth 
he devoted to the cause of the 
American colonies. At 19 he spent 
a major part of his fortune building 
frigates to transport volunteers for 
Washington’s army. And as an ex- 
pression of personal attachment to 
the man and the country which 
symbolized freedom to him, Lafay- 
ette named two of his children 
George Washington (godson of the 
general) and Virginie (after the 
state). 

MR. AMPLEMAN runs the French 
restaurant, “La Savoie” in New 
York City, and he’s ample enough 
to qualify for the job— can’t stay 
away from his own food, it seems. 

MAURICE CHEVALIER, Jackie 
Gleason, Mae West, Liberace, Chas. 
Boyer, Charlie McCarthy, Edie 


Adams, Jane Kean and Mme. Jenk- 
ins Foster are among the favorites 
represented in “Les Poupees de 
Paris”, called “that naughty French 
puppet show”. 

THEY DON’T HAVE coffee breaks 
at the executive offices of Esquire 
shoe polish but polish breaks. Dur- 
ing this time employees shine each 
other’s shoes. 

MISS MILLIE TIFFET, of the 
Bronx, N.Y., touring the Soviet 
Union, asked her Intourist guide if 
it was all right for her to wear Ber- 
muda shorts. She was assured it 
was. But when she walked along 
the boardwalk in her Bermudas, 
scores of Red Army soldiers who 
passed snapped her picture, al- 
though hordes of bikini-clad women 
were lolling nearby. “Bermudas 
must be a mighty strange sight for 
them,” said Miss Tiffit. 

ANASTASIA STEVENS, only 
American member of the Bolshoi 
ballet, was asked about the shop- 
ping habits of her Russian-born 
colleagues, during a New York en- 
gagement. “Dancers usufljly love to 
buy shoes,” she said, “and under- 
wear. And that’s what our balle- 
rinas have b^en doing in the little 
time allotted for shopping.” 

SURVIVAL EXPERT Dr. Alain 
Bombard, who nearly killed himself 
a few years ago in an atternpt to 
prove that a man could survive in 
an open boat on sea-water and raw 
fish, says he’s thinking of retiring 
to Bermuda. “It must be the heal- 
thiest p^ce in the world,” he says. 
“Last time I was there I saw a doc- 
tor’s shingle saying: “Surgery 

hours 2 P.M.-3 P.M., first Thursday 
of every month.” »• 

' FROM THE book, “More Useless 
Information:” Eating just half a 
peanut provides enough energy for 
an hour of hard mental labor, a nu- 
tritionist informs us. 



GIVE ME JUST ONE EVENING 
and I’LL TEACH YOU TO 
HYPNOTIZE EASILY ! 

Hypnotize others quickly, safely— perform 
any known HYPNOTIC FEAT with EASE! 

Amaze friends-Exert yonr Hypnotic Power 
over others - Be POPULAR and WANTED ! 



^25 MIRACLE _ 
• LESSONS • 

HOW T(» HYPNOTIZE ^ 

Nrw Simpir Terhnique 

HOW TO AWAKEN SUBJECT 

THE POST-HYPNOTIC * 
SUGGESTION. ^ 

How to make others do your bidding 
after they are awakened; hypnotic - 
ing by telephone. 


HOW TO GAIN MAGNETIC 
NEW PERSONALITY 


MESMERISM f 

Quick technique for hypnotizing. 

MAGNETIC HEALING ^ 

How to stop'0<^- Much surgery is 
performed by Hypnotism. 

HOW TO HYPNOTIZE- 4 

FOR MONEY * ’ 

CURING BAD HABITS | 

iEnd sleeplessness, atop smoking, 
lose weight; etc. 

POWER OF SUGGESTION | 


HYPNOTIZE YOURSELF 


MAGNETIC INFLUENCE 

Control others. 

IHYPNOTIZING CROWDS 
HOW TO ENTERTAIN 
MIND READING 

HYPNOTISM IN BUSINESS | 

and much, much more is coveredl 


YES. it's true! You can hypnotize anyone so EASILY and ouicklv you'll be 
amazed! And it doesn't take special talents or long montlis of study. The 
very first day you receive this miracle GUIDE TO HYPNOTISM youtl be 
able to perform wonders that will astound everyone. It's that SIMPLE..,, 
WHEN YOU KNOW HOW. 

Imagine the thrill of being able to EXERT YOUR POWOl OVER OTHERS. 
Youai be the center of attraction at parties or work. You’ll be able to make 
others do your bidding. . .perform and entertain with feats that have baffled 
millions for years. And you'll do these wonders with EASE. For, Hypnotism 
is no longer a secret miracle of science but a POWER anyone can exert 
over another. . when you know how.' 

SIMPLE SECRETS 
REVEALED AT LAST 

For years the knowledge of how to 
produce hypnotic Sleep has been so 
veil guarded that only a few have 


, OCCQQQQQQilOQOOO(M)fiflMMO»Q 118 g 8 flOflO , 



mastered this art. But now the veil 
of secrecy has been lifted and the 
, innermost SECRETS and techniques 
revealed for the first time. The fact 
is that Hypnotism is a scientific fact 
that anN-oB> can learn . Once you know 
these secavts and methods you can 
bring about this strange and wonder- 
ful control that has only been used 
by doctors, psychiatrists and enter- 
tainers in the past. Yes. now this 
remarkable phenomena will be yours 
to use for pleasure, self development 
and countless other benefits. 

YOU CAN PERFORM 
ANY HYPNOTIC FEAT! 


you can also do. There isn’t any- 
thing anyone has ever done with this 
art that you cannot do! YOU can 
make people cry, laugh, shout, stop 
.smoking, recall childhood memories 
qkct like an ii^ant, make water taste 
li'ke vinegat^et folks to sing, dance 
... do a 1001 things they would never 
do when not UNDER YOUR POWER. 
And the most amazing thing of ail- 
it, ... HOW EASY IT IS TO DO! 

SO EASY TO MASTER! 

Here at last is the moat perfect, 
complete and easily -learned course 
on Hypnotism ever written. In three 
short, simple chapters you learn the 
hidden secrets of Hypnotism and how 
to work this scientific miracle. No 
long, technical, mumbo- jumbo ex- 


planations are given. The entire 2S- 
lesson Guide to Hypnotism is written 
in plain, SIMPLE language that any- 
one can understand. After the third 
lesson you are able to begin per- 
forming countless techniques and 
powers clearly explained in the next 
22 lessons. You'll learn how to cure 
bad habits in yourself and others . 
how to BUILD PERSONAL MAGNE- 


TISM. SLEEP without drugs. 
Hypnotism to help STOP PAIN, stop 
smoking, BUILD WILL POWER. 
LOSE WEIGHT, IMPROVE YOUR 
MEMORY and so much more. And 
you'll learn how to MAKE MONEY 
with your new power by entertaining 
at parties, lo^es, dull meetings, 
etc. Truly, this knowledge- will give 
you a New SURGE of CONFIDENCE 
and POWER unlik^any you have 
ever known ! 

ACT, FEEL AND 
BE A NEW PERSON! 


command. . win respect, admiration 
and envy from both men and women ! 
Well, DREAM NO LONGER. It’s all 
possible throiu|h ^e secret, mag- 
netic power of Iiyimotism. You'll not 
only be MASTER OVER OTHERS 
but also yourself. You can BUILD A 
STRONG, MAGNETIC PERSONAL- 
ITY through Self-Hypnotism. You 
use Mesmerism to R^D the MINDS 
of others and Plant YO UR Thoughts 
in their mlnds. You can direct your 


self to ACCOMPLISH anything 
easily as you can command others . 
You have the power to accomplish 


25 Fact-Packed 
LESSONS TELL ALL! 

Never before tjas such a Complete 
and authentic course on Hypnotism 
been available at such a low price. 
Doctors and students .teve PAID 
hundreds of DOLLARS lor personal 
instruction in Hypnotism, when ob- 
tainable. Knowledge such as this can 
be worth THOUSANDS of DOLLARS 
to the user over the years. Yet. due 
to printing economies, large i^ss 
runs and also by the elimination of 
correspondence costs, the complete 
25 -Lesson Guide To HYPNOTISM 
is yours for only $1. 98. Yes, only 
$1.98 for the COMPLETE COURSE 
bound in book form. Certainly a tiny 
investment for so much! 

• USE FOR 30 DAYS • 
WITHOUT 0BLI6ATI0N! 

PROVE to YourseU that YOU IkAN 
HYPNOTIZE ANYONE! Order the 
25-Lesson Guide to Hypnotism today 
and putedt to the test the very next 
evening. The first three chapters 
teach you the SECRET of Hypnotism 
and the 22 chapters that follow in- 
troduce you to many new WONDEHS 
of this miraculous art. For^e next 
30 days as our guest, perRirm the 
WONDERS of Hypnotismamong your 
friends, at home and at work. Then' 
if you don't feel It's the GREATES'T 
VALUE you have ever received for 
$1. 9B--we don't want you to keep it. 
Just mail it back and the small pay- 
ment you sent will be PROMPTLY 
refunded---no questions asked. You 
have nothing to lose -- amazing new 
POWERS TO GAIN ! So order now ! 


CHECK HERE HYPNOTIC 
POWERS YOU WANT! 

INFLUENCE OTHERS^ 
SELF-HYPNOSIS 
CUBE BAD HABITS 
LOSE WEIGHT 
STOP SMOKING 
PHUFORM STUNTS, TRICKS 
DO .MIND READING 
n GAIN MAGNETIC p’eRSONALITY 
RELIEVE TENSION 
MAKE MONEY 


MAIL NO-RISK FREE TRIAL COUPON 



PALMER-JONES PUBLISHERS, Dept.206 
285 Market Street, Newark. New Jerasy 

YES, Send me for 30-day HOME TRIAL the complete 25- Lesson 
GUIDE TO HYPNOTISM. 

1 enclose $1. 98 - payment in full - which will be 
refunded to me if I am not 100% delighted. A 


□ 


Name 


Zone State 


□ 


I agree that I will not u 
than proper use. 


s this power for other 



m $100 to $1 ,000 immediately . 
^entirely by mail. Rush coupontoday ^ 
for your money . . . loan papers sent 
m plain envelope by return mail. 

I'LL GLADLY LOAN YOU tlOO-$300-$SOO 
—1800— or as much as $1,000 on your own sig- 
nature. If you are steadily employed. I’ll rush 
you the amount you need. Your friends, neigh- 
bors, relatives, employer will not be contacted. 
NO time off from work — NO witnesses or co- 
signers — NO insurance required — NO embar- 
rassing investigations. 


Select Km; Loan Here 


Uritt ekargf A prxiuipol 
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PAY ALL YOUR BILLS 
AT ONCE 1 Borrowing' 
to consolidate a number 
of scattered obligations 
isasound financial idea. 
And with only one small 
payment to make each 
month and only one 
place to pay, you’ll be 
able to B-t-r-e-t-c-h yoor 
paycheck further than 
you dreamed possible. 

COST-CONTROLLEO LOANSI You pay 

only for the actual time you Use the money-no# 
one day longer! You borrow from Postal m com- 
plex confidence. We are licensed by the State to 
do business under the Small Loan Law , your as- 
surance of fair rates andSupervised Reliability 

GET YOUR MONEY QUICK! Wehave the 

money you need waiting for you. For^icniMn 

service and friendly co-operMion, ^CT I^W. 
Complete and send us the coupon lOUAYl 
^ As soon as we receive your re- 
quest, we will rush to you by 
return airmail immediately, 

• in a plain envelope, 
every^ing to get the 
money you need! 

POSTAL FINANCE CO 

300 KIELINI BLDO. • D«pt.153- 
OMAHA 3, NCSRASKA 



f, 




I D. J. LEVITT, Prosidont 
I POSTAL FINANCE CO.,Dopt. »52-l 
' 200 Kaolins BldK- Omaha 2. Nabr. 

Please send AIRMAIL to me FREE in ^lain 
envriope everything to get the CASH I need 


j Utnu 
I Tm. 
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DRIP-DRY SHIRTS CAN BE 
DANGEROUS: The Journal of the 
American Medical Association is 
authority for the statement that the 
fabrics used in men’s shirts, that 
have crease-resisting qualities, are 
often treated with formaldehyde 
before manufacture. This is a 
chemical toward which many men 
are allergic and may be the cause 
of skin-trouble that baffles some 
people. 

DANGER OF FOOD AS A RE- 
WARD; According to Dr. Morton B. 
Glenn, when a parent promises a 
young child a piece of cake or candy 
as a reward for going to the dentist 
or making good grades at school, he 
is laying the basis lor obesity in his 
child later on in life. Because the 
child has developed the habit of be- 
ing rewarded or rewarding himself 
with food. Much better would be 
the reward for virtue to take the 
form of a new toy, a visit to a 
movie, a Ashing trip requiring phys- 
ical exertion. 

ARTIFICIAL INSEMINATION 
MAKES BASTARDS IN ILLINOIS: 
In 1954, an Illinois court ruled that, 
although the husband had given Pis 
consent to artiAcial insemination of 
his wife by ah unknown donor, the 
child so conceived and so born could 
be held as illegitimate. However, 
the courts in other states have ruled 
differently from Hlinois. 

PLAYING TENNIS CAN BE DAN- 
GEROUS: According to a report 
made to the Public Health Service, 
by Dr. James C. Hart, director of 
preventable diseases of the Con- 
necticut Health Department, eight 
or nine people who played tennis 
at a country club in FairAeld Coun- 
ty, have developed a fungus infec- 
tion known as sporotrichosis by 
playing tennis qn a court that was 
covered by salt hay during last win- 
ter. The infection usually causes an 
ulcer on the hands or arms that 


fails to heal unless treated with 
iodine. But it has been known even 
to invade bone and lungs. 

NEW CAUSE DISCOVERED FOR 
SCHIZOPHRENIA: At a recent 

conference on Biological Treatment 
of Mental Illness, Dr. Jacques S. 
Gottlieb, director of the Lafayette 
Clinic in Detroit, revealed that a 
blood examination of schizophrenic 
patients showed the unusual pres- 
ence of a serum that seemed to pre- 
vent release of sufficient energy in 
patients to meet the stressful real- 
ities of life. Hence the schizoid’s 
escape into a dream world of his 
own. 

ANOTHER DEFEAT FOR PENI- 
CILLIN. Dependence on penicillin 
to cure bacterial pneumonia is the 
cause of 15,000 needless deaths ev- 
ery year in the USA. This warning 
was given recently by Dr. Robert 
Austrian of the University of Penn- 
sylvania School of Medicine to the 
last meeting of the Association of 
American Physicians in Atlantic 
City. Dr. Austrian, after a study of 
about 500 pneumonia patients, 
fomid that 20 per cent died despite 
the use of penicillin. And he favors 
the preventivg use of a pneumococ- 
cus vaccine lor everybody over 50 
instead of penicillin. 

PLASTIC AND STEEI' HEART 
VALVES SUCCESSFUL: Reporting 
at a meeting of the American Asso- 
ciation for Thoracic Surgery in 
Houston, Texas the other day. Dr. 
Albert Starr of the University of 
Oregon^ revealed how he and -his 
colleagues performed open-heart 
surgery on a 30-year-old man dying 
of rheumatic heart disease and re- 
placed, for the first time in surgical 
history, three valves of his heart 
with plastic and steel substitutes. 
Said Dr. Starr, “This operation 
makes possible soon a total me- 
chanical heart replacement.” 
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rLL MAKE YOU A MASTER OF ^ 

KARATE 

(Karate is the secret, Oriental art of deadly self-defense that turns your 
hands, arms or legs into paralyzing weapons . . . without any buddy cont^.) 
in just 2 hours after you receive ‘^SUPER 
KARATE" you will boon your way to being 
an invincible Karate Master, at home, this 
Fast, EASY picture way or it costs yqu ^ 

nothing. •"v classes this same course of | too-* ot lllmtrmtlim | 



Instruction would cost SI 10.00. 


WALUCE w. RCUMANN 

Author Of "SUPER Karatp- 

KA^RATE‘’li*he“oNLv‘V''‘*^ 

•n the Northeaot Inotructor 



KARATE, and was awarded the 
4th Degree Black Belt— symbol 
of the highest possible proficiency. 
Now I'm ready to show you every 
secret I learned— and I guarantee 
I'll make YOl' into a KARATE 
Specialist within hours— every 

cent yof “*'■* ' 

mill be r 

You don't have to attend either 
of my 2 schools where I train 
men like you and turn them into 
KARATE experts. No. I can show 
you hom' to practice KARATE in 
the privacy of your own home 
with only a few minutes of prac- 
tice a day. 1 have iam-packra alt 
I know about KARATE into 
"SUPER KARATE"— profusel, 


-profusely 

explained. 



shoulder and slam him into 
ground. Hn fact, a recent photo- 
graph in Pageant Magazine shows 


complete my inatructioos, you'll 
be ready for AN YONE— for ANY 
emergency — and you will feel 
supremely confident of being able 
to handle any situation perfectly. 


Illustrated and clearly 
In this book I take you step by 
step through the fundamentals of 
KARATE so that you understand 
cie&rly and immediately how these 
amazing principles operate to 
make y^ master of ANYONE 

S )u ma^ meet — no matter how 
g he is, or how much he weighs! 

YOUR BODY IS YOUR PROTECTIONI 

The result of hundreds of years of 
development in Japan, KARATE 
is the Oriental system of self- 
defense in which you turn your 
hands, arms and legs into in- 
credibly powerful weapons of 
allack. When you know how to 
use KARATE, you disarm and dis- 
able your opponeiR in SECON DS. 
When you apply KAR.ATE tech- 
niques. you can cut an aggressor 
down with a blow of the side of 


GIANT LIFE-LIKE 
KARATE PRACTICE DUMMY 

only 900 

INCLUDES ILLUSTR.4TED KARATE IN- 
STRUCTION PROGRAM! Now you esn 
speed up your knowledge of KARATE and 
becooke a champ more quickly than you ever 
thought passible! You can practice on your own 
personal KAR.ATE model— just aa though 
you actually had a live partner to work with! 
Amaaingly life-like Giant KARATE PR.AC- 
TICE DUMMY shows clearly those vulner- 
able areas which should be attacked. Instantly 
^ou know WHERE to attack, while the 
easy-tofollow instructions included free with 
yout KAR.ATE MODEL show you HOW to 
attack. You also learn the body'a major 
vulnerable regions, the defense or on-guard 
position to take, and your body's perwnal 
weapons which you can use to deadly effwt. 
such as edge of hand, knee, elbow, etc. Big 
numliers on DUMMY show you esact location 
of pressure psRp and weak spou which you 
can practice attacking. Order your own 
personal DUMMY* and illustrated KARATE 
instructions now. Check coupon. 

Only 99c plus 2fc for postage. 


MARKET TIDES, INC.. DEPT. R-IO 
399 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK 17, N.Y. 


With KARATE you can disarm 
ao opponent rushmg you with his 
fists. T broken bottle, a revolver, 
or any kind of bludgeon. You can 
turn an aggressor's attack Into your 
advantage with only your bare 
hands, your arms and your legs. 
What would you do if you were 
insulted by a bully? ... or If 3 or 
4 hoodlums passed remarks about 
your girl? ... or if you were 
suddenly mugged from behind'/ 
. . . or if someone came at you with 
a baseball bat? If you're like 
millions of other Americans, you'd 
be absolutely helpless- and you'd 
be ashamed, humiliated, robbed, 
beaten, kicked— and pitiful In 
the eyes of your girl or friends. 

MASTER EVERY SITUATION! 


simple pressure of your 
and Qnger against any one of a 
dozen vital nerve centvi-s of your 
opponent and watch Mk gun or 
kmfe fall from his limp hand,while 
he himself sinks tfT the ground 
completely helpless and faint. 

You cau calmly watch a bully 
come at you with clenched fists — 
and see nlm sail over your head 
without having had any contact 
with him other than with the 
sole of your shoe! When you 


of yourself and your ability to 
handle yourself. You wgl walk 
with a determined and <Anfldent 


step . you'll look any i 
the eye . . . and you'll walk the 
streets with the knowledge that 
NOTHING can frighten you — 
that you can deal with any mao. 
any weapon, any situation —and 
that you can do alt this with NO 
bodily contact! 

CMts ONLY 99* 

You owe it to your oi^ P^oce of 
mind — to your loved ones— -to be 
able to defench yourself in these 
days when attack may come at 
any time from hoodlunu. criminals 
and “wise guys". So mall oov wn 
below NOW for my comffete 
Instruction on KARATE — for the 


amazing!/ low price of only 99c 
plus 26c for postage and handling. 
If you and your friends don't say 
KAR.ATE has made a new man 


.American Karate Fedetation. 


DQQMssazine says 
bare-fisted violence” 


SPECIAL MONEY-SAVING 
COMBINATION OFFER! 

Order both the SUPER KAR.ATE BOOK 
and LIFE-LIKE DUMMY for only Sl.Os 
postpaid and 8.AVE 52c. Just check box in 
coupon below. We pay all postage and 
handling. 


$198 


1 


MAIL MONEY-SAVING NO-RISK FREE TRIAL COUPON NOW! 


MARKET TIDES, INC., DEPT. R-10 | 

299 MADISON AVENUE I 

NEW YORK 17, N.Y. I 

□ Rush your special Combinstion money-saving pseksge of ! 
SUPER KARATE BOOK and DUMMY. I enclose 11.94 as | 
payment in full (I save 52c ) Ship in plain wrapper. My friends • 

and I must de delighted with my amazing n^w power or you | 

refund my money in full. I 

□ Rush my copy of SUPER KARATE BOOK in plain wrapper ! 
for which I enclose 99c plus 26c for postage and handling I 
(toul: S1.25). I 

□ Rush my life-like Karate DUMMY in plain wrapper, for which' I 
I enclose 99c plus 26c for postage and handling (total: iI-23). | 

NAME I 

CITY ZONE STATE j 

□ 1 understand that by studying KARATE [ am morally, bound | 

and obligated never to practice KARATE as an aggressor ■ 
(only to defend myself) and will never abu.se it. I 


I BLASTED THE CUBAN 


That I was still alive was pure luck. That 



these wantonly beautiful women would permit 
me to live another hour was too much to ask. 


T he case against Flora de Mayo was wrapped up. I had the evi- 
dence in a minox camera and a clear-cut mental picture of every 
puta who put the bite on lush Venezuelans to further the cause of 

The Bearded Ones. ^ « o 

All Iliad to do now was to get the camera to the Miraflores Palace 
in Caracas and let the government take it from there. 

I never got through the door of Flora’s place. 

A gun was pressed into my back. Higher than the gun, I felt the 
pressure ot firm breasts. “Stand still, Yanqui.” Flora’s fingers toyed 
with my ear. She smiled at the last ol the departing guests, big, tat 
Latins with Bolivares to burn, “Buenos noches, amigos.’’ 

The rlA men smiled at Flora and thi other putas who were hang- 
ing on them as though they didn’t want them to leave. They glanced 
at me cursorily, their taces sobering. I didn’t look like an equal with 
fiveteays’ growth of beard and dirty clothes. „ 

I grabbed a fat arm. “There’s a gun at my back. Go tell the police 

. . . poUcia.' Pronto!” . , , i. *u 

He stared dumbly. Flora’s laugh was picked up by the others. 


By CAL HARDING 
as told to 
MARK BRAND 
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LUST SYNDICATE 





drowning my words. “This pig 
drinks all night free. Now he 
works.” Flora rammed the gun 
harder, causing me to wince. The 
rich Latin chuckled, shook his head 
aid left. He was the last. 

With him went my hopes of get- 
ting out of here alive. 

I was shoved to the middle of the 
large empty room. All five sur- 
rounded me, waited for their mad- 
'ime’s order to tear me to pieces. 
Flora ripped away the buttonsf on 
my shirt, hooked her fingers around 
the camera that was strapped to my 
chest and yanked hard. 

She worked the shutter. She did- 
n’t know how to take the camera 
apart to get the film. She slammed 
it on the floor, then crushed it un- 
der her weight. I’d had some good 
shots of her handing money to a 
well-known but elusive Cuban 
guerrilla leader. 

“What else you got, eh?” 
“Noting.” 

Chi-CTii slapped me across the 
face. “Kill him!” Chi-Chi Ponto. 
Three months for soliciting in Ha- 
vana when Batista was still around, 
and a year for forgery. 

“Not until Queva sees him.” 

“de will say the same.” 

Flora emended her gun hand as 
though she was going to shoot. I 
stopped breathing. A mocking smile 


curled the ends of her mouth. What- 
ever she was thinking about sud- 
denly made her almost bared breasts 
rise and fall like ocean swells. 
“Strip!” 

“I told you I have nothing else.” 
Chi-Chi and another named Ma- 
guena tore my shirt off and went 
through the pockets. 

“Now the pants.” 

Maguena reached out. I stepped 
aside. “I’ll do it.” Maguena Lajaja, 
a stripper in Maracaibo until she 
was suspected of a double murder. 
She was working for Flora while 
the heat was on. Most of what she 
displayed at the La Concho was 
visible now. She went through the 
pockets of my pants, shrugged and 
tossed them over her shoulder. 

F LORA’S eyes glowed as they 
went over me. “Clean, for a 
tramp.” Her gun hand relaxed a lit- 
tle. At abodt the same time a strong 
night breeze off the Gulf of Venez- 
uela blew the front door ajar. I was 
the only one who noticed it. If these 
Commie-lovers thought I wouldn’t 
try to escape in my condition they 
were wrong. I’d race down 42nd 
Street and Broadway naked if my 
life depended on it. 

“Kill him now. Queva won’t care.” 
Flora’s gun hand grew weary. She 
was listening to Chi-Chi’s opinions.,;j^ 



Now that she was in my arms, Maguena wanted me to blot out 
everything that had happened and act like a thoughtful lover. 


“But this one’s a Yanqui. He may- 
want to question—” 

My fist caught her^^quare on the 
button. The gun cl^tered to the 
floor and I bent down to scoop it up 
on the run. I fumbled it. An arc of 
glistening steel swept behind me as 
I lunged for the door. The blade 
missed my back but sank deep into 
the fleshy part of my upper leg. 

White hot pain surged through 
me. I thudded to the floor. My hand 
closed over the hilt of the knife and 
I drew the steel out of my flesh to 
the accompaniment of a sickening 
squishing sound. A pointed shoe 
clipped my wrist. The knife flew 
away. Another foot was driven into 
the pit of my stomach. Bile boiled 
into my throat. A half naked puta 
named Pacida dropped on top of me ; 
and raked her fingernails across my' 
chest. She screamed foul oaths in 
Spanish and was acting in general 
like someone who’d suddenly gone 
ape. 

I fought her off, aware of the 
blood that was gushing out of the 
slit in my leg. The floor was sticky 
under me. Maguena piled on me,, 
then Flora de Mayo. I struggled un- 
der their weight, inching my way 
to the door. It was only a foot away^ 
I could feel the cool breeze on my 
sweaty skin. But it might as well 
have been a mile distant. 

Puny fists beat my arms, back 
and chest. Nails gouged out long 
trenches of raw meat. Pacida Was 
still screaming, only now. she’d gone 
down to my leg and was' squeezing 
the wound to make the blood pump 
faster. 

The weight of all five was too 
much for me. I’d lost too much 
blodd. Everything swirled in a blur . 
of b:i^asts, hips, arms anf^legs and 
blood; wd maddened female faces 
tha^iaMed more tigerisftthan hu- 
nigh^ air comi^ through 
the did not freshen the stink 
of sweat that mingled with aromas 
of exotic perfumes and the smell of 
stale wine. * 

I saw the knife in Flora’s hand, 
red-stained blade wavering above 
my head. And Chi-Chi screamed, 
“Kill him! Kill him!** 

Flora’s arm went higher for a 
full and .thorough thrust. In on# 
last desperate effort I summoned 
all my strength to avoid the inevita- 
ble plunge of steel. 

“What in hell is going on here?” 

A ll action stopped. Eyes lifted 
to the door. Flora gushed, 
“Queva!” 

The weight came off me. I went 
limp on the floor. I was too ex- 


1ft 



felt no pangs of conscience with what I was doing now. It was kill or be killed and I was damn sure I wasn’t going to die alone. 


hausted even Ho try to stem the flow 
of blood from my leg. 

Flora said, “He’s a spy.” 

man Queva was dark-com- 
plected, lean and dressed like the 
rich men who patronized Flora de 
Mayo’s. His eyes were sunk deeply 
into his head. “Put him in a chair.” 
His voice was authoritative. 

Hands dragged me across the 
, room. The wooden chair groaned 
■ under my weight. An odor of garlic 
had tha,jeffect of smelling -^ts. It 
came from Queva. “I know him.” 

“You should. He’s the tramp that’s 
been hanging arou^ here for three 
weeks.%^ 

“.Tni'Same one we thought was 
harrtfl^?” . 

”Si. CTii-Chi saw him taking pic- 
fe. tures of me and Jose.” 

^ Queva breathed on me. “Who 
pa^s you?” 

I snickered at him. “Do it for 
^Jove." 

He back-handed me across the 
mouth. He rubbed his knuckles, 
glaring at the putas. “You destroyed 



His Voice was harsh. “You know 
what would happen if Betancourt 
saw them?” 

“Deportation for us.” Flora mur- 
mured it. 


“And the sindicato?” Queva snap- 
ped. 

“It would not flourish.” 

“And our brave soldados in the 
field?” 

• Flora was beet red. She swallow-- 
ed hard. Her eyes were on me and 
they were filled with a hatred I’d 
nev^ seen in my life. 

Her words came out in a whisper. 
“Without Bolivares, Queva, they 
would have to disband.” 

“You are not entirely stupid.” 
^Queva hurled more sarcasms at her, 
then grabbed her by the hwr*<and 
snapped her head back. .“You will 
screen all tramps from now on.” 
“Si.” Her voice quivered. 

“You will be more careful of who 
comes in.” 

“Si.” 

Queva seethed. He chucked Flora 
away from him and strode around 
the room, pushing his face close to 
the women as he screamed at them 
in a high-pitched wail. 

“You will work harder upstairs. 
You will bleed these rich pigs.” He 
stopped at Flora. “Weapons cost 
money. Training costs money.” He 
spat the words like bullets. The 
woman winced. He continued his 
tirade until his voice went hoarse. 

He also confirmed beyond a doubt 
the purpose of this salon-bordello 
here in Maracaibo. His speech prov- 


ed more productive than three 
weeks’ surveillance that had netted 
me nothing until tonight whefi I’d 
been lucky enough to catch an ac- 
tual pay-off in Flora’s office. 

In Peru and Ecuador Communist 
guerrillas were robbing banks to 
finance th^r activities; here they 
were using women. Queva’s selec- 
tion indicated he had taste, ^ese 
were five of the tallest, shapeliest 
and pretties^^Latins south of Key 
West. And ir what they’d done to 
me so far was any indication, they 
were also the deadliest. 

Queva stormed toward th^ door. 
Flora chased after him. “What about 
the Yanqui?” 

He shrugged. “Kill him. If he’s 
working alone, then no harm’s been 
done. If he’s working for the govern- 
ment—” He let his voice drop omin- 
ously as he glared at Flora. “We’ll* 
have to move the operation.” 
.“How will you know?” 

“I have a contact.” He said it 
moving through the door, leaving 
me with one last bi^.of information 
that was extremely interesting. A 
spy in our own headquarters. It was 
a choice bit, but a fat lot of good it 
would do now. 

C HI-CHI held the stained knife 
an inch from my chest. The 
(Continued on page 48) 
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SwiPi llinuili Yiir Own Blioil It 

SLAUGHTER 
BEACH 

You’re neck deep in red-stained muck. Slugs rip into bobbing 
^ . ; faces, leaving chunks of raw meat dangling from empty shoulders. 
^ Your buddy cries out for help, but there is none. He s as good 


By PAUL HOWARD 




Progress was measureil a yaril at a Hme In a jungle that hid thousands of Jap soldiers. 


JL^ 




Japs on New Britain were so firmly dug in and camoufiaged that Marines saw them in most instances oniy after they were dead. 


T his is hell in ice water. This is where we squat submerged in a 
freezing creek with only our mouths and noses above water be- 
cause Jap fire is so hot we can’t do anything else. ^ 

This is where Pete Young takes slugs and hangs on a log and 
calls, ‘'Paul . . . help me . . . Paul . . 

His plea rips me apart, but I leave him there to die becatise I 
can’t do a damn thing for him. 

This is Suicide Creek. 

Swift currents drag the dead downstream. Their bodies brush 
against our faces. Wate? rolls into our mouths and up our noses. It 
has the taste of blood. Red streaks of gore flow from the wounds of 
the dying and swirl near the surface like snakes with never-ending 
bodies. 

“Paul . : . for pod's sake ...” 

Slugs geyser the water around^he log Pete’s on. They thump into 
the rotted wood. Chips fly. He tries to work- himself off the log and 
drop into the stream, but he can’t get his arms to move. Both are 
running blood. 

And the Jap basfards are playing with his life! 


Mortars are dropping every- 
where. We can’t even swim the 
twenty feet back to the opposite 
shore without getting clobbered. 
Up on the narrow slab of beach 
to the left sits a Marine nobody 
can identify at a distance. You 
have to read his dogtags. His head 
is gone. 

Pete’s face is all knotted up. 
He’s pale from the loss of blood 
and because he knovta he’s going 
to die. Now he’s sobbing. My name 
blubbers on his lips. He lifts his 
head to look at me again. His 
mouth works hard. Blood oozes 
over his lower lip. 

My nose pinches up tight as I 
choke {Continued on page ii) 
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Even the most innocent item is 
being turned into a v/eopon of 
self-destruction in the search 
for a way-out experience that 
will prove a guy's not chicken, 
and a girl's a real live one. 


I NJECTINCJ as much sarcasm as we can into the 
printed word, we’ve begun the 1960’s just great. 
We should be real proud of ourselves. - 
We’ve reached the end of our millennium. Now the 
ordinary joys of living are not enough for us. Now 
we need a kick, thrill, an extra boost that can put 
us up there with Superman and the astronauts— one 
that can put us into a dream-world orbit that all 
too quickly evolves into a real nightmare of per- 
manent physical damage, hp*peless insanity or death. 

The fuse on this sociological atomic bomb was 
lighted in the Fifties. It burned through newspaper 
headlines that read: “Youngster Gets High by Sniff- 
ing Gasoline.” Another shocker was; “Two Youths 
Die in Head-On 'Collision. Neither Wanted to be 
Called ‘Chicken.’ ”^ne eye-popper that should have 
shocked us, but didn’t, was: “Thrill-seekers Chew on 
Benzedrine inhalers For Kicks.” Newspapers were 
constantly reporting Coke-and-aspirin parties where 
all participants were hign. 
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has only one climax— death. 


They’ll try anything for a kkj( regardless of its potency. 


ignored the warnings. They were simply pass- 
ing fads. We told ourselves rather convincingly that 
there was no reason to be concerned. 

' Then came the explosion. 

Listen to what’s been happening since this decade 
began. 

Restless spirits searching for a cheap kick discov- 
V ered the intoxicating qualities of model airplane 
glue. Four or five tubes— at 10c each— squeezed into 
a paper bag and then inhaled, guarantee you the 
courage, to take on a pack of snarling wolves. 

A snWfer in Miami was caught inhaling airplane 
glue by his father. He dropped -the paper bag, picked 
up a knife and threatened to kill the man.- 
An officer of the Miami Juvenile Bureau said, “It’s 
common for glue-sniffers to become belligerent. They 
are willing to take on policemen twice their size.” 

In Denver in 1960 the police arrested 30 glue- 


sniffers. One year later the figure had jumped to 134. 

No figures are in as yet for 1962, but you can be 
sure they are well into the hundreds. 

Robert Cooper, chief of the Street Club Project 
in New York City, said, “Of the 16,000 way-out 
adolescents we come in contact with. I’d guess that 
15 per cent were glue-sniffing. It’s on the increase.” 
And why is it on the increase? One disturbing an- 
swer was given by New York City’s Assistant Health 
Commissioner in April of this year. Jierome Trichter 
said that a departmental survey of 1,746 shops in 
recent months showed that many of the candy, nov- 
elty and stationery stores carried model glue “far 
beyond any legitimate use for hobbies.” The investi- 
gators discovered that 1,230 stores sold glue or ce- 
ment but no other model or hobby materials. 

Before you pooh-pooh the long-range seriousness 
of this insidious habit, read (Continued on page 60) 21 
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HeH's Wizard Deaiaods 

CHAINED NUDES 


Satan 

himself 

stood 

guard over 

his 

foul 

disciple irr 


hell's 

crypt 

where 

agony was 

the 

price 

of beauty. 





By ANDREW 

BLAKE 




ri^HE townsfolk knew 

he was not 

the Devil— but Belial and the King 

of Hell himself, the fork-tailed 


what difference did that make, when the Devil 
was at his beck and call? It was whispered through- 
out Ludiers that the Duke had midnight conferences 
with all the familiar spirits of Hell— not the chitter- 
ing familiars and lower imps or the witches one 
heard of, or even saw burned in a pillar of unholy 
smoke and much shrieking, but the Principalities 
themselves, Beelzebub and Abaddon, Ashtaroth and 


wickedness called Satan Mekatrig. 

With all these, the Duke of Ludiers (his name was 
simply Jean Point, but he preferred using a title to 
which he had right, and which could not, accord- 
ing to French law and usage, even exist) had com- 
mon talk, if not every night, certainly often enough. 
There were strange lights from his stone castle, the 
smell of devils if one came {Continued on page 44) 
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He’d watch her die with a scream on her lips. 



,iT — W. 

y^ 
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SKsm/ji's 

unsreiun 


"Having left my bed and board,” doesn’t mean what it once 
did. The crab grass set has come up with a new gimmick 
to express “Individuality.” They say that just so long 
as it’s temporary, you can’t really call it infidelity. 

By FLOYD MARTIN 


T he young suburban couple tingled with excite- 
ment. The moment they’d waited for all year 
had finally come. Their bags were packed and they 
were ready to chuck the cares of suburbia behind 
them. 

Ann had her ticket. 

Jim had his. 

They waited for the cab in front of their locked up 
split level. For the sake of appearances, they’d leave 
together. And in two weeks they’d pull up in front 
of the house together, with no one the wiser about 
one salient fact: 

That Ann and Jim had spent their vacations sep- 
arately . . . enjoying separate sin . . . and promiscuous 
sex. 

Jim eyed his wife of six years as she vollied her 
white gloves from one hand to the other. Her toe 
tapped incessantly. He remembered that until this 
moment she’d been positively tres gai about her 
forthcoming monotrip. Now she was champing at the 
bit. He suppressed a chuckle. 

He drew deeply on his cigarette and said nothing. 
In fact, neither of them had ever said anything about 
where they went or what they’d done. As far as Jim 
was concerned, they didn’t have to. He’d seen Ann 
packing the black lace bra and panties that she 
hadn’t worn for his benefit in ages. He’d noticed her 
new perfume, an exotic aroma designed to boil a 
man’s blood. He’d caught her trying on a gown with 
a decolletage that showed everything but her ap- 
pendix scar. 

It had been the same last year, and the year be- 
fore, when he and Ann had seriously discussed di- 
Vi^rce. Now he looked at her and said nothing, but 
his thoughts blasted out at her; “Watch yourself.’* 
Ann glanced at the cigarette butts on the pave- 
ment around Jim’s feet. She wanted to say, "A bit 
anxious, arcVt you, Jim? For goodness sake, don’t 
come hon^ with a paternity suit to plague us. Use 
your head. Be careful about choosing your bed part- 
ners.” But, like her husband, she said nothing. 

Now, while they waited for the cab that would 


start them off on their separate vacations, she studied 
him guardedly. When psychologists type-casted the 
average male suburbanite they were talking about 
Jim. 

Ann remembered one apt description: “To her 
he’s just the payroll, the guy in front of the TV, the 
guy who takes out the garbage. He has become 
demasculinized. She takes the male role in suburbia. 
She becomes head of the household. She is the su- 
preme ruler. She is the one who makes the big deci- 
sions.’’ 

In this case, she was Ann, and she remembered the 
terrible arguments that used to ensue between them 
three years earlier— before they’d found their own 
solution. 

Typically, Jim had backed down, complaining that 
he was just too pooped after swinging two jobs a 
day (to pay off a mortgage that ate up every second 
pay check) to be bothered about making important 
decisions and playing boss. “What’s the difference 
who makes the decisions as long as they’re the right 
ones?’’ 

Ann had rebeled against the reversal of roles. So 
much so that their marriage teetered on the brink of 
a precipice. Divorce was the only answer. But for- 
tunately— or unfortunately, depending on your moral 
standards— it was July, vacation time . . . and another 
way out presented itself. 

■j^OW, Ann mentally winced at a too-well remem- 
bered quote of a leading sociologist: “The subur- 
ban wife, tired of her enforced masculinity as ruler 
of the home, seeks to be all woman again. If she’s 
lacking in strong religious or ethical convictions, this 
could lead to adultery.’’ 

That was Ann. She knew her weaknesses. She 
knew that the only time she felt as though she was 
“all woman again’’ was when she was in the arms 
of a man who could dominate her. Like Jack, whom 
she’d met last year on her trip West. He’d made no 
bones about it. He was boss. And Ann had followed 
him around like a puppy (Continued on page $8) 


% 




PASSION DUEL OF 
HARLOT QUEENS 


DEI 


INCREDIBLE 


By JIM McDonald 


C ORT THOMPSON was sweating. 

He looked about as miserable 
as a man could. His St. Louis swifty 
features were screwed up into what 
was supposed to pass for an ingra- 
tiating grin. The attempt was 
feeble. 

“Come on to papa, Mattie,” he 
pleaded, holding out his arms to 
the strikingly beautiful auburn 
haired trollop who stood glaring 
down at him. 

“Don’t Mattie me, you louse!” 
Mattie shrieked. “And keep your 
hands to yourself!” 

Thompson, sometime tout, some- 
time pimp, sometime monte throw- 
er, heaved himself out of the 
needlepoint chair in Mattie’s sump- 
tuous boudoir. He’d gotten half 
(Continued on page $4) 


The exquisite harlot reigned as undisputed ruler of th^ lusting 
Tenderloin until trouble showed up in the form of a ravishing 
blonde who’d fight with her buttons and bows or six shooters. 



Denver: 




SOFT BODIES 


The strain of madness»in the Nazi’s family was in 
evidence now as he assumed the rote of on ancient 
tyrant and forced Lani to bow to his craven will. 
By CHUCK WcCARTHY 


JIc circled ETQUnd the_ chiir lo which^Lani Meister man’s would^ oa^dt^s*-eel reason- 

afler the woman clerk had left the interrogaltan The fat man's face grew red as he wriggled one 






against ie hard surface ot the chair. LitUetotap rn^e!’‘te^tidr“hf murderous raids ma-ke us 

:r: 

l:rs*L"s A2's:/L‘o.„'s'£T4X:r > 

S«SISH£‘S15LE . HE 



\POR THE NAZI'S HALL 
OF'-lIYING DEAD 


Uni writhed in fear of the madman's torch. 



SEX 

HABITS 
that can 

YOUR 



F rom the outside looking in, Mac and Ellen 
had an ideal marriage, so it was something 
oi a shock when she came to me and said, “I’m 
leaving him.” 

I had known both of them since before they 
married-Ellen, a shapely, pretty girl, sought 
after by just about every young man in town; 
Mac, the one fellow among her many suitors 
who appeared to give her the security she 
needed. 

“At first,” Ellen said, “he was all I had ever 
hoped for in a husband. Just as he had been 
considerate when we were dating— not rough 
and overeager and always trying to ‘make out' 


—he was patient when we were husband and 
wife.” 

At this, I nodded, remembering how Ellen 
had often been upset by men who took her out 
and made what she regarded as improper ad- 
vances. 

“On our wedding night,” Ellen continued, 
“he didn’t rush me to bed, as I had feared 
would happen. In fact we didn’t even have ie- 
lations that night.” 

At this point, she told me that eventually 
they did consummate their marriage, and that, 
to her pleasant surprise, she found enjoyment 
in their relations. 



Unknown to you there ore 
many threatening shadows 
which can blot out all 
of your romantic dreams. 
Now an expert discusses 
them and gives important 
advice on the best ways 
of fighting their impact. 

By GABRIEL MORRELL, M.D. 
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But then, Ellen said, he became so embolden- 
ed by her encouragement, that he insisted on 
trying sexual techniques that she found repelled 
her. When she resisted,, he tried to force her, 
and when she begged him not to be a “degener- 
ate,” he became so incensed he struck her. 

Actually, as I found out from further con- 
sultations with Ellen and with Mac, what he 
desired did not merit being classified as a “de- 
generate,” but nevertheless Ellen was outraged 
by his demands. After he struck her, they rare- 
ly exchanged a word, except to bicker, and the 
rift between them widened. Because Ellen saw. 
no chance for improvement, she had just about 


decided to seek at least a separation and pos- 
sibly a divorce. 

Mac explained what had happened this way: 
When he dated Ellen, he was very stimulated 
by her beauty and nearness, but, having sensed 
how suspicious she was of dates with “their 
minds on sex,” he repressed his natural inclin- 
ations. 

'rVEN on his wedding night, Mac was careful 
not to be overeager. But once the barrier 
was down— that is, once Ellen had accepted his 
embrace and found it to her liking— all Mac’s 
pent-up emotion (Continued on page ji) 



I HUSTLE FOR THE 

$$$YANKEE DOLLAR$$$ 

Confessions Of A Paris Prostitute 

By MARIE DUVAL 

They may be masters of finance, but take away their wallets 
and my American customers become merely scared little boys. 


I^ONSIEUR Boulevardier is a man of technique. 

His ways with a woman are those of a poet— 
a musician. 

Signor Amore is a man of fire and passion. He 
kindles flames which all but consume one. 

Mister Etats Unis, voila. He is but a fumbling lit- 
tle boy filled with guilt, insecurity and nervous ten- 
sion. With him a woman feels like a mother and a 
poule all at one time. 

But ask any femme along Champs Elysee or Mont- 
martre whom she will proposition and she will reply, 
“L’Americain, naturally." 

Whatever other shortcomings the American may 
have, his wallet is the thickest. This alone has en- 
deared him to all of my working sisters. You can 
forgive a lot of bragging, a lot of fumbling, a lot of 
crudeness when your customer has beaucoup d’argent 
and a willingness to spend it. 

Some of the older poules learned this during the 
liberation of Paris. The American soldiers arrived in 
our city equipped with the best rifles, vehicles and 
rations. Their army pay was more than twice as 
high as the British. Whatever else a poule might say 
about an American, she had to admit that he was 
generous to a fault. 

Those of us who began plying our trade later on 
when the Leica carrying tourist began the second 
invasion of Pans, found that the American had 
changed little. He talks big, he eats big, he spends 
big and he loves small. Returning to civilian clothes 
has done little for him. 

I’ve heard it said that all poules hate all of their 
customers. It isn’t true. 

I am inspired by Monsieur Boulevardier. 

I am thrilled by Signor Amore. 

I 'am amused by Mr. Etats Unis. 

I enjoy playing my little games with the Ameri- 
can. One of my favorite tricks is to approach a mid- 
dle aged and jSrosperous looking gentleman who is 
accompanied by his wife. (Most of the tourists do 
bring their wives to Paris.) 

Brazenly I proposition him right before his femme. 
He blusters and sputters. But there is a light shin- 


ing in his eye which hasn’t been there lor twenty 
years. If only he were man enough, he’d send his 
wife back to the George V and take his ease with 
me. 

You know, the funny part of it is that the wife 
doesn’t appear to resent my intrusion. She probably 
is delighted that a girl thinks her husband enough 
of a rake to carry on an affair du nuit. Sometimes 
I get the feeling that she would like to come along 
to watch. American women are as peculiar as Amer- 
ican men. 

However, a poule does not have time for games 
often. She must And a protecteur early because here 
in Paris, the competition among us is very severe. 

Although I might enjoy the attenfions of a French- 
man or an Italian more, I make it a practice to fre- 
quent the bistros and cafes which cater to Ameri- 
cans. After all, I do not walk the streets to enjoy 
myself. A poule must think about finances first. 

To attract Americans, it is necessary to spend more 
than if your quarry were a continental European. 
Americans are extremely appearance conscious. They 
demand that a girl be well dressed even when they 
can hardly wait to get all of her clothes away from 
her. 

Sometimes I think it’s part of their feelines of 
guilt-you see we French have read about psychology 
too. 

You’d be surprised how many times I have wasted 
valuable minutes waiting on my chaise while my 
American “friend” has nearly scrubbed his skin off 
under my shower. For some reason which is much 
too involved for me to understand, Americans find 
it admirable to reek of strong soap and breath 
sweeteners. 


^AKE a Frenchman, he will consider himself well 
poomed if he bathes once or twice a Week. An 
Italian will think nothing of eating a loaf of garlic 
bread and embracing a girl the very next moment. 
Not mes amis, les (Continued on page $$) 
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odeled in Paris and 


Lilian has 
Rome as well as in her native 
Belgium. She’s now in Hollywood, 
hopes for a career in pictures. 
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back my own sobs. I can’t stand it 
any lon|er. Why doesn’t he call 
somebody else? 

1 start out for him. A firm hand 
circles my arm under water and 
jerks me back to the comparative 
safety of the brush-choked bank. 
“Forget it, Howard.” 

Sergeant Mays shakes his head. I 
think he knows how I feel inside. 
Pete and I are damn close. Maybe 
too buddy-buddy for Marines who 
land on this stinking island of New 
Britain. It’s better to be a loner 
here. Then you don’t have to risk 
your butt for a guy who pleads for 
you to save him. 

Jap slugs tear into the side of 
Pete's face and rip most of his head 
off. Bile rushes up into my mouth 
and that’s followed by the half- 
cooked ,C-rations I ate earlier. 

• The firing gets hotter. Crisscrossed 
machine guns and snipers. You can’t 
see a single Jap anywhere. All you 
3^ are where the bullets hit. 

Mays lifts one hand out of the 
water. ' “Downstream. Hug the 
beach.” 

We move out ii> a single file, hug- 
ging the shore line. Jap machine 
guns in their pill boxes can’t touch 
us, but the snipers and mortars can. 

We move on past the headless Ma- 
rine who sits-above us like a broken 
statue. We‘re in the open now, one 
long line of guys who are cold and 
wet and scared green. We can’t get 
across to our own side until we 
move far down the creek. 

Jap guns keep up a steady chat- 
ter. The noise is terrific. Whatever 
you say has to be shouted. The 
stink of the rotting jungle mixes 
with the stench of cordite and turns 
your guts. 

‘.Tm hit!’/ 

M y head snaps to Cal Haver. 

Blood is washing out of a mean 
looking shoulder wound. He sags in 
the water. I lift him up. Mays helps. 
We drag Cal across the open stretch 
of beach and we know damn well 
snipers are watching every move 
we make. 

A guy down the line screams. His 
hands come up out of the water to 
cover his face. His blood runs down 
over the backs of his hands because 
he’s choking up big globs of it. Two 
buddies grab him fast. He keeps 
screaming. He thrashes around in 
the water like he’s in the kind of 
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pain that can drive you nuts. The 
other two can’t hold him. Then he 
throws his head back. I can see his 
throat— or what’s left of it. Red raw 
meat dangling in shreds tells me he 
must have caught a chunk of shrap- 
nel. He lays back on the water as 
though he wants to float . . . and the 
current carries his dead body away. 

Jerry Cohn on my left suddenly 
goes stiff in the water, face down. I 
see a thin stream of blood spiral up 
from his neck, then it stops. He 
bobbles in the water. I push him 
aside and the swirling water whips 
into him, turns him around and 
takes him downstream. 

We move faster. Frantically. Cal 
is almost dead weight. He passes out 
and comes to three or four times. 
Finally, we’re away from the beach 
and partly hidden from snipers by 
a thick green overhang. 

We regroup in our own sector 
again. Carbines and the heavy 
weapons are stripped down and 
dried. Mays ambles over from the 
Old Man’s CP with a frown on his 
knobby face. “One more time.” 

This is number four. Plenty of 
guys were lost on the other three 
tries. Our platoon is shot to hell. 
We’re D Company-heavy weapons— 
3rd Battalion, 1st Marine Division. 
It’s January 1, 1944. This is the Cape 
Gloucester section, western tip of 
New Britain. 

We climb out of our holes. A ba- 
zooka team joins us. They’ll catch 
hell as soon as the Japs see them. 
“Deploy along the bank and rush 
across at my signal,” says Mays. 
Sure. All you have to do is run 
through a barrage lead as thick 
as raindrops. 

The green junk is thick on the 
other side. Tangled webs of creepers 
and vines and branches. You can’t 
throw a grenade more than ten feet. 
Pillboxes are in that mess, but you 
can’t see them. Snipers are every- 
where and you can’t see them, ei- 
ther. 

The bazooka team goes into action 
now. They spot the source of a ma- 
chine gun in a pillbox and let a shell 
go. But the earth is so soft around 
the position that it doesn’t go off. 
The team fires another. Same thing 
happens. They move into the water, 
the trigger man firing the bazooka 
as fast as his buddy can load it. 
Then the Japs spray a burst of lead 
at them. The weapon flies off the 


Marine’s shoulder. He twists in th up ^ 
water. The other one flops on hi- thin 
back. They’re done for. \ A. 

out. 

HE diversion is what we need tc ^ 
make it across. I’m on my way tc po'- 
the opposite bank when I’m stopped to 
cold by Pete Young’« body. He’s 
still hanging over the log. Most of 
him is shot away and there are th 
gaping holes and chunks of flesh 
missing from his back and shoul- 
ders. ^ 

The echo of his pleading voice h 

swirls in my brain: '*Paul . . . help 
me . . ^ 

I close my eyes and push on. His ^ 

last words will ring in my ears for 
a long time— unless I’m scheduled 
to take the big one. 

Sergeant Mays is crawling up the 
beach with a grenade in his right j 
hand. He’s under the pillbox. Soft ; 
earth falls away under his feet as ^ 
he tries to climb up to the gun slot. \ 
Bazooka shells ate embedded in that l;i. 
earth and he has to be careful not ^ {i 
to touch them off. ^ A 

At last his hand is high enough. 

He pulls the pin and shoves it 
through the slot. The explosion jolts ' 
him. He scampers back up again^ ' 
and tosses another grenade inside, 
Japs are screaming like old women. 

One more grenade cuts into th^. 
screams, silencing them. 

We’ve got a foot-hold! 1 

The platoon pours into the dense | 
brush. Stick close. Keep contact. 1 
Shoot at any damn thing that moves 
in front of you. We press forward. 
Fifty feet. One hundred feet. What’s 
so great about these stinking Japs? 
We’ve got them licked. One hundred 
and fifty feet. ^ 

All of a sudden the whole jungle 
comes alive with shooting. Slugs 
chop the foliage and thump into the 
earth. The noise is deafer^re- We 
fall on our faces, Joey C lis te n gets 
his legs cut out from undJiPliim. He 
rolls on the ground moaning. We’re 
pinned down. Machine guns, small 
arms, grenades. Japs are throwing 
up a solid w^U of lead and we can’t 
evdn see them. . 

Mays is out front. He crawls back- 
wards until he’s in-line with us. 
We’re stymied. Our faces are buried 
in the soft muck. We grind ourselves 
into it to avoid the bullets that sing 
above us. ^ 

A minute later the firing ^tops. 
Mays lifts his head, squinting into 
the maze. He grunts, “Smokeless 
powder! How the hell are you sup- 
posed to fight these bastards?” 

A scream comes from our left 
flank. It’s Gary Wintergreen. He’s 
on his feet. A bayonet is sticking 
out of his back and he’s bouncing 


( 

i 

I up and down and trying to work the 
is [; thing out. 

j> A Jap holding the gun blasts him 
I out. 

o ; A Jap? Hundreds of them! They 

0 I pour out of the jungle in an effort 

1 i to cut us off. They are all over the 
5 ^ place now. We squeeze off round 
' j after round. Dozens fold up, but 

; they keep coming. Mays yells, 

I “Back! Back!” 

We drop back, firing as we go, 

' slamming our lead into the yellow 
! bastards who follow us. 

Two Marines are dragging Joey 
Curtain between them. You don’t 
leave the wounded for the Japs be- 
cause you know what they do to 
them. 


Still they come. Right with us to 
the beach. You drill two Japs and 
six take their place. 

“I can’t see ...” I glance to the 
right. Dean Brownrig is fumbling 
around, stumbling over underbrush. 
. . TTie area around his eyes is black. 

Powder burns. Two Japs catch the 
g -trouble he’s in and charge him with 
p their bayonets.. 

: , I fire from the hip four times. 

^ They fold up at Brownrig's feet. 

. “I can’t see . . 

I grab his shirt. He raise his car- 
bine to butt me. “Hold it!” Then I 
1^1^'lead him back with me to the beach. 


W E’RE in the water again. The 
slab of white beach is littered 
with our dead, but there are plenty 
of Jap corpses, too. Corpsmen are 
waiting on our side to pick up the» 
wounded. Brownrig will be okay in 
a few days, but we don’t know about 
Curtain. 

Mays points to a level area at the 
^ bank of the creek. “Put a thirty 
right there, Howard. Dig it in good. 
Granger, Barclay, Smithy help him.” 
Mays goes off to place his .50’s 
- ^ and mortars. We strip to our waists 
and start digging. Granger and Bar- 
caly are weapons carriers. Right 
now they’re exhausted from toting 
the .30 back and forth across the 
creek four times. Bill Smith’s shoul- 
der is nearly broken from carrying 
a heavy box of ammo. 

Barclay lips a gripe at me as he 
listlessly scrapes off the top layer 
of crust with his entrenching tool. 
“Wish ta hell I had me a couple of 
stripes.” 

'v‘j31ow it—” 

“Look out/” Granger straightens 
fast and raises his shovel. I whirl 
around. Ten Japs are bearing down 
on us with their bayonets held high. 
They must have crossed the creek 
under water. A quick, silent kill is 
what they want. 

Our carbines are too far away. It’s 


pick and shovel against razor-sharp 
bayonets. The clash of steel rings 
out loud and .clear. I dodge a vicious 
thrust and*sweep my pick up from 
the ground and lodge it in a Jap’s 
groin. His lips curl back from his 
teeth and the scream pierces my 
ears. 

Granger chops downward and al- 
most decapitates a Jap. Feet pound. 
Guys come running from all over. 
Shots blast close and crumple the 
remaining Japs. 

Lynn Barclay is flat on his back. 
His hands are clutching his gut. 
Blood stains the front of his pants. 
"Corpsmanl” I yell it again. Two 
rush up with a litter. They work 
Barclay’s fingers apart and open his 
pants. 

I wince. Three or four inches of 
intestines are hanging out of the 
gash. 

We throw the dead Japs into the 
creek and finish the gun emplace- 
ment. This time our carbines are 
within easy reach. It rains before we 
finish. Fresh-turned earth becomes 
mud. Gummy stuff that’s as slippery 
as ice. The creek rises, half sub- 
merging the bodies that lay on the 
strip of beach. The rain drowns 
some of the stench, but it’s only a 
temporary relief. Tomorrow’s sun 
will cook the rotting flesh and the 
rotting jungle again. 

Tomorrow we’ll establish a 
bridgehead and go on to another 
ridge. Then there will be another 
valley, another creek or swamp 
that’s neck deep. Tomorrow we’U 
fight the bugs that crawl into our 
clothes during sleep. We’ll burn 
with the same malaria that has been 
with us since we landed. We’ll walk 
on feet that are being' eaten by 
fungus. Under a white hot sun we’ll 
suddenly start shruddering as 
though we’re caught in a refrigera- 
tor. Fat drops of rain will pelt us 
and then the whole sky will open 
and it’ll rain so hard we’H have to 
shout to be heard above the roar. 
For the next hour or two after the 
cloud burst is gone we’ll slog 
through mud until the sun dries it 
up. 

And there will be more Japs to- 
morrow. They will charge our new 
positions, line after line of them, 
racing and shouting, piling up in 
front of our guns. The lousy stink 
of them will force us to push for- 
ward. 

Sergeant Mays is in a sweat. 
“Where the hell’s Sullivan?” 

“Ain’t seen him,” Smith blurts. 

Corporal Neil Sullivan, Mortar- 
man. He’s from Boston. A tall, lanky 
Irishman with red hair and million 
freckles. 


IVyAYS slumps down in the mud 
and stares across the creek. No- 
body speaks, but the same thoughts 
are in all our minds. Sullivan must 
have got hit when the Japs were 
pouring so much lead we couldn’t 
hear him scream. 

“He ain’t one of them poor bas- 
tards layin’ up there on the beach, 
is he?” 

Mays shakes his head at Smith. 
We look across the water. No sight 
would be prettier than to see that 
big donkey stretching his bony legs 
for all their worth. 

The rain stops. It’ll be dark in a 
few minutes. Mays starts to climb 
out of our hole when a scream rises 
up from the jungle across the ci^ek. 

Our bellies tighten. Mays letl go 
with a long string of foul words.’ 
The scream comes again, this time 
louder, ending up with a choked 
voice yelling, “No . . . no . . . no . . 
Then a scream that’s more of a. 
shrieking sob. 

My nails dig into clammy palms. 
Cold sweat breaks out on my face. 
I slip up behind the .30 caliber ma- 
chine gun and Mays says, “No.” 

A long body comes hUrtling out 
of the jungle and lands on the beach. 
It’s Neil Sullivan. He’s on his back 
and looking at us upside down. Only 
he’s not looking. 

Both eyes are gouged out of their 
sockets. 

Mays walks away. He’s shaking 
all over. Nobody says anything. We 
avoid each other’s .glances. We pre- 
pare our emplacement for the night. 
Tripod’s packed with mud which 
will harden and keep the gun from 
walking if we have to fire her. Rain 
water is bailed out of the hole. The 
muddy walls are lined with leaves. 
We’re ready for the night. 

At 2100 hours the Japs do what 
we think is a real stupid thing. They 
fire tracers from their machine guns. 
It’s pitch black. How can they pos- 
sibly hit anybody? 

Ten minutes later'we find out why 
they’re doing it. The drone of en- 
gines overhead freezes our blood. 

“Zekes!” Granger scurries to the 
bottom of the hole. The whine of 
Jap dive bombers is ear-splitting. 
Their bombs explode in blinding 
flashes.. The pilots know where to 
drop them. All they have to do is 
follow the tracers. That way they 
also know where not to drop them. 

They scream in low and drop 
their loads. Pass after pass. You 
can’t shoot back without giving 
away your position. The ground 
shakes violently under the impact 
of the explosions. You curl up in the 
bottom of your hole and get thrown 
back and forth by concussion. 
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Between the explosions you hear • 
the awful cries of Marines who are 
less lucky. 

“Corpsman! . . . My leg . . 

"Get your ass over here, Corps- 
man. rm bleeding to death!*" 

Then a fresh batch of bombs fall 
and covers their voices . . . and their 
screams. 

S OME of the guys never get a 
chance to cry out. They don’t 
even bleed. But they’ll be found 
dead in their holes later. A nearby 
shell hole will give you the reason 
in one word. Concussion. 

A close one dislodges our .30 and 
it drops in on. us. Granger, Bmith 
and myself are lying on our sides, 
our knees drawn up. Dirt and debris 
shower down on us. The flashes are 
like heat lightning. The screeching 
Zekes come in so close you think 
they’re going to cram into the hole. 
You know they won’t, but you 
tighten up and wait for their eggs 
to explode. And that’s the real hell. 
Waiting. And listening. And know- 
ing that any second now it can be 
all over for you . . . 

At last the planes drone off into 
the distance. We all heave long, low, 
sighs of relief. We’re dog-tired and 
jumpy. Except for an occasional 
case of C-rations we haven’t had 
hot (^w in two months. 

Dawn. Gray and steamy. Looks 
tike rain again. Guys stir to look 
at -the damage. Corpsmen inspect 
the foxholes, stop at some and lift 
out the dead bodies ... or parts of 
dead bodies. Marine Medics are no 
different from anybody else. Some- 
times they stare down into a hole 
and turn away puking. If one of 
them has a cast-iron stomach he’ll 
reach down for the dogtags, other- 
wise they go get a doc to do it. 

Marine Pioneers are building a 
corduroy road through the swamp 
behind us. The road is for tanks. The 
Pioneers are catching up to our ad- 
vance. 

Advance? We haven’t gained a 
yard in 24 hours. But we’re going 
to try again. This morning. Right 
now. Mays gives the signal and we 
slip down the steep bank and head 
for Slaughter Beach . . . where our 
dead still lay, twisted crazily or half 
buried in the sand. 

Neil Sullivan is still there, still 
staring at us out of black eyeless 
sockets . . . 

And Pete Young draped over the 
log in mid-stream . . . the rushing 
water echoing words that will drive 
me out OT my mind. “Paul . . . help 
me . . 

We’re waist deep when we get 
clobbered with mortar barrage. 


Heavy stuff. We sink down low to 
avoid the whistling shrapnel that 
fills the air. Pillboxed machine guns 
pick up every lag in the shelling, 
forcing us back. Guys drop out of 
sight in the water and bob up sec- 
onds later. Dead. Some get blown 
apart right there in the water and 
bits of flesh fly everywhere. The 
creek is running redder than ever. 
We withdraw to our bank and slip 
behind some hanging foliage. Our 
carbines are hot, but the return fire 
we’re giving them is negligible. 

We wait for a lull and then climb 
back up the bank and get back into 
our foxholes. That’s number five. 
We’ll never get across the damn 
creek. 

A rumbling sound picks up our 
ears. We got tanks coming up the 
corduroy road. The cheering that 
rolls across the jungle tips off the 
Japs, but they ean’t do anything 
about it, anyway. The first tank 
that slams through the green junk 
gets a rollicking ovation. But it is 
short-lived. The treads dig in at the 
edge of the steep bank and then 
back off. 

The drop is too severe. It’s a nat- 
ural tank trap. The banks have to- 
be chewed up and the creek has to 
have some fill in it. A bulldozer is 
called up to do the job. ■ 

TAP snipers see the danger right 
^ away. Their slugs rip the driv- 


er’s face to shreds. He tumbles off 
the ’dozer and anpther Marine takes 
his place. A slug bripples his right 
hand. He leaps for cover. The third • 
volunteer grinds his gears qui6kly 
and moves towards the bank. He 
lasts about five minutes. A bullet 
enters his left temple. 

It’s a suicide job. Nobody wants to 
set himself up as a live target there 
in the hot seat, but damn it to hell 
the seat is never empty for more 
than a minute. As soon as a guy gets 
knocked off somebody takes his 
place. 

We do what we can to blast the 
snipers out of the trees. It isn’t easy 
because they use smokeless" powder. 
We spray all the trees with lead. 
Once in awhile a Jap’s rifle flies out 
and then he falls in a heap at the 
bottom. Somehow, the bulldozer gets 
the job done. 

It’s, late afternoon when the first 
tank rolls over the fill and across , 
the creek. More tanks follow it. 
Their treads grind up Slaughter 
Beach, bursting the bloated bodies, 
growling over the pillboxes and 
crushing the stupid Japs that choose 
to stay in them. 

Most of them, though, retreat. In 
fact, they beat it so quickly we 
don’t have a chance to mix it with 
them. As frustrating as it is, a^ least 
we 'know that Suicide Creek is be- 
hind us. ¥■ 

Its nightmare is over . . . END 
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too close . . . and even the shrieks 
of the damned. 

The local representative of the 
Inquisition was a timid man. He 
had enough to do in chasing down 
the witcheries of old women and 
idiot children: without riding up 
against so powerful a figure as Jean 
Point, the Duke of Ludiers. 

He worked his magic, he talked 
.with his devils-but, after all, he 
harmed no one in Ludiers, did he? 
The screams one heard at night- 
well, they were in .truth echoes of 
Hell . . . 

Perhaps the girl in the Duke’s 
basement would have agreed. There 
was no better word for what she 
was suffering: these were the tor- 
ments of the damned themselves, 
the threatened eternal punishment^ 
for sinners. This dark stone cavern, 
lit only with flickerings of torch- 
light, the stone walls sweating with 
moisture . . . this was certainly Hell, 
where her torturers wanted nothing 


•but her pain, and where her pain 
would never end. 

But the girl was hardly thinking 
in such abstract, terms. Perhaps, by 
now, she was not thinking at all. 
The ring of the Duke’s laughter, 
harshly echoed against the stone, 
filled her ears, and her eyes saw 
nothing at all: they were filled with 
red haze, they were blurred with 
torment, and even the jerking mo- 
tions she made against the ropes 
that hid her bent backward against 
the giant Wheel were dazed and 
automatic motions of her body. 

There was froth on her lips and a 
mark where her teeth had bitten 
through in a convulsion of rf^in. 
That had been the first time they 
had used the fire on her, the smok- 
ing torch that had been jabbed hor- 
ribly against her n^ked body . . . 
an hour before. An eternity before 
, . . and stil there was more to suf- 
fer. 

The girl moaned hfearsely. Her 
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back was nearly broken by the 
backward straining of her bondage: 
feet rested on the floor, and her 
arihs, upflung over her head, were 
tied to prongs set at the other side 
of ’;he upright Wheel, so that her 
hips and shoulderblades were near- 
ly dislocated by the tautness of the 
ropes and her own frantic strug- 
gles. She had been tied and then 
stripped, the Duke himself cutting 
away her ragged clothing imtil she 
lay naked before his glittering eyes. 

And then the Duke and his as- 
sistant had begun . . . 

The whips, the fire . . . red-hot 
pincers, other devices too horrible 
to mention. She remembered faint- 
ing, ■'more than once, and swimming 
out of blackness to face the smile 
of the Duke, and still more pain . . . 

jKow her voice was nearly gone, 
but she heard herself still plead- 
ing: “No, please ... no more . . . 
have compassion . - . on me . . 

A nd the townsfolk of Ludiers 
heard, and whispered: “The 
jdoor to Hell is again open; the 
Duke converses tonight with dev- 
ils.” 

Perhaps the girl would have 
agreed ... if she had beeA capable 
of any thought at all. 

But there was no thought, no es- 
cape. For her, thwe was nothing- 
nothing but the constant, growing 
pain . . . 

Jean Point knew early that he 
was different from other children. 
His own mother told him so, and 
there was no one to contradict her. 
Jean’s father had died in an acci- 
dent soon after his birth, and the 
boy was brought up by his mother 
alone. She lost no opportunity of 
telling him that he was set apart 
from the other children— and, in 
fact, he seemed to be so. 

He was bright and quick, for one 
thing, and he had a talent for man- 
ipulation that showed itself early 
in little , invented tricks, part of 
what we would call today, four 
centuries later, a basic training in 
stage magic. He used his tricks to 
astonish the other children, and to 
.^i^nrise his mother, who took these 
pts without surprise, almost 
1 complacency: she had always 
wn how fine he would be., 
^rhaps Jean tried all through 
^childhood to surprise, . to im- 
<s, his mother. At any rate, he 
id— and the failure left him with 
'ging desire to conquer the wom- 
•to conquer'^ny woman. 

Vpd conquest, for Jean meant 

1 . 

Vhy this was so we cannot, at 
distance, fully explain. Psy- 


chologists have offered various the- 
ories, but there is simply no way 
to know enough of Jean’s back- 
ground, of his childhood and his 
early experiences, for any theory to 
be more than a plausible enough 
fiction. 

The fact is that pain, and the 
creation of pain, soon became as 
important to Jean as the manipu- 
lations, the magic-tricks, which 
made him an imprseisve figure 
among the town youngsters. 

And, as he grew older, he began 
to see how one could be made to 
serve the other. 

The path he chose was a danger- 
ous one. Ludiers was nqt one of the 
most violent cities of -the French 
Inquisition, but it, too, was under 
the infection of that time, and 
townsfolk had been burned^ for 
witchcraft in the village square, 
broken wretches both male and fe- 
male tied to the wooden post and 
left to shriek in agony while the 
flames mounted higher. 

Yet, if one played the cards 
right . . . 

Jean faced the risk, and consid- 
ered every angle of it. By the time 
his mother died, peacefully in her 
Sleep one night (the year was 1557, 
and Jean" was nineteen), he felt 
himself ready. 

He was going to become a male 
witch— a warlock. 

H IS magic stood him in good 
stead now. His father had own- 
ed a tumbledown stone castle in 
addition to the wooden house in 
town in which they lived: Jean 
moved into the castle and got help 
in fixing it up. He had a small ac- 
count of money from both his fa- 
ther and mother now, and he knew 
how to get more. 

The -odor of Hell itself— that was 
easy. Ordinary sulphur, burned, 
gave both the odor and a few flick- 
ering blue flames. The strahge lights 
. . . easier still, with a few hooded 
candles and torches, treated with 
chemicals to change the color of 
their light. 

And there were other tricks, as 
well. Jean simply allowed the ru- 
mors to start— but they were not 
the normal rumors of witchcraft, 
the rumors that could get a man 
burned at the stake. 

No, Jean Point (or the Duke of 
Ludiers, as he came to call himself 
—forgetting that no Dukedom for a 
simple town could exist in French 
usage) was to be no common war- 
lock, but a person of great power, 
so great that the Inquisitor would 
be afraid to make a move against 
him. 


And he was not to injure anyone 
in the town. 

He had planned his move well, 
and all continued as he had hoped. 
Even the additional money which 
he needed was his. There were al- 
ways those who were willing to pay 
in secret for a charm, or a potion, 
for a look at the fortunes of their 
future . . . and as long as he refused 
to involve himself in anything that 
would injure a member of the 
townsfolk, he was quite safe. 

At night he would chuckle, look- 
ing out from his window at the 
sleeping town. It was clear that Hell 
did not exist, that devils were only 
stupid imaginings ... but he had 
created Hell for the people of Lu- 
diers. The lights and the odors, thte 
tricks. and the rumors . . . 

And the screams of Hell itselfi 

No one ever thought they could 
be anything else. 

It was, the Duke decided grimly, 
the best of all possible jokes, the 
finest of all possible tricks. He had • 
created Hell— simply to create it, irt 
reality, for the women whose pain- 
he needed to enjoy. 

And he had succeeded, beyond 
danger, beyond worry. 

He had elected himself the chief 
of all Devils. 

The equipment he Qeeded was. 
simple enough for him to build, 
with a small staff of servants. And 
the servants, while difficult to come 
by, were perfectly safe. 

Who, after all, would work .for 

man with the Duke’s reputation 
—except someone who was sorne- 
how attracted by Hell? 

And so Jean Point, Duke of Lu- 
diers, began to entrap his victims. 
He wanted little from them: no 
more than pain and death. And they 
were easy to find. From neighbor- 
ing towns, from packs of travelers. 

His victims were always women— 
and they were always young. 

We have no idea of how many 
there were. Diggings near the castle 
have unearthed a tumbled cache' of 
skeletons, and at least forty separ- 
ate girls have been located. But 
that provides only a lower limit: 
certainly there were more than 
forty, and there is no way pres- 
ently to tell how many more. 

Some he whipped to death, a pro- 
cess that took, at times, as long as 
ten hours of nearly constant tor- 
ment. Near the end of such a tor- 
ture, the girl could no longer be 
sane. The pain would reduce her 
to a mindless, shrieking bundle of 
raw nerves, unable even to mouth 
a wish for death. 

The Duke was pleased by results 
like that. But he experimented with 
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other methods. The Inquisition it- 
self provided him with hints— the 
rack, burning with torches, other 
horrors . . . 

The Wheel, the giant construc- 
tion on which a victim might be 
tied, was a favorite of his: if the 
girl tried too hard to escape, she 
might even break her own bones, 
and add to the continuous, mount- 
ing agony the Duke created for her. 

And now, on this night, his vic- 
tim tied to the wheel, he was ful- 
filling the role of Devil once more. 

S HE had been subjected to a 
carnival of agony— and she was 
very nearly mindless with the con- 
tinuous torment. She screamed in 
renewed torture. He had no wish 
for this one to lose consciousness, 
or, worse, to die before he was fin- 
ished with her. 

Why, he might keep her alive, 
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screaming, in pain, for another two 
hours— until the sim rose and the 
night of torment was over. 

Her screams had no words any 
more: she was beyond words, and 
perhaps even beyond the despair- 
ing, hopeless wish for the peace of 
death. In the universe the Duke 
had made for her, there was noth- 
ing but pain, constantly growing, 
vmbearable pain from which there 
was no escape. 

The voice was a strange one. Per- 
haps it was the last voice Jean 
Point was ever to hear. 

‘‘In the name of the Inquisition 
I command you to cease. I command 
you to come with me.” 

It was a deep, totally assured 
voice. 

The Duke straightened and turn- 
ed. His assistant was already held 
quiet in the grip of one of the four 
men standing there— all four stran- 


gers to him. But there was no 
which one had spoken. The tall man 
in black, with the cowl over /his 
head and the stern expression, 
stared at the scene. 

And the girl behind the Duke 
kept screaming . . . 

He stiffened. ‘‘Leave me!” he 
snapped. “Do you not know who I 
am? Do you not know I have the 
power to— the power to—” 

He stopped then, faltering before 
that steady gaze. 

The screams broke, became dry, 
insane moans . . . 

“We know you, Jean Point,” the 
tall man said. “We know you, who 
call yourself Duke.” 

“Then you know I can—” 

“You can do nothing,” the tall 
man said steadily. “You can harm 
none of us: we are protected against 
the work of your devils.” And then: 
“Take him.” 

One man held the assistant. The 
other two started for Point. He flail- 
ed out at them— but the fight was 
soon over. 

The girl died within an hour, de- 
lirious and never fully conscious 
again. .. 

F or Point, matters were not so 
peaceful. 

His trick had backfired. The 
stranger had been an Inquisitor 
from Paris itself— sent for by the 
local authorities, who were afraid 
to touch Point or his castle. But, 
they reflected, they owed a duty to 
the Inquisition— and if the only risk 
were to strangers from the city, it 
was a duty worth fulfilling. 

The “risk”, of course, was non- 
existent. Point’s threats of devils 
and true magic were as empty as 
the title of Duke he had taken long 
before. 

Unfortunately, he was believed. 
The Inquisitors tried to get him 
to repent. Screaming imder tortures 
much like the ones he had inflicted, 
he shrieked out confession after 
confession, all invented from his 
fertile magician’s brain— and all be- 
lieved. 

And so, on a brightly cold spring 
morning, Jean Point was led out, 
along with his assistant, to the 
square in the village of Ludiers 
where, years before, he had watch- 
ed the witches burn and had con- 
ceived his brilliant plan. 

And there he himself screamed, 
and suffered, and was burned to 
death. 

Perhaps, somewhere, as this fake 
devil of torment screamed out his 
last searing breath— perhaps, some- 
where, the Devil himself watched 
—and smiled. END 
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CUBAN LUST SYNDICATE 

(Continued from page 17) 


others crowded around to watch its 
penetration. 

“No,” Flora hissed. 

“What? You heard Queva.” 

“He didn’t say how he must die.” 
Flora edged the knife-wielder out of 
the way. “Let him die slowly, may- 
be with a scream in his throat.” 

A murmur of admiration and ap- 
proval went up. Only Chi-Chi dis- 
sented. “That’s asking for trouble.” 
“He made fools of us.” Flora’s 
hand swept across my face. A gun 
was shoved into my neck when I 
started to get up. “Because of him 
Queva no longer trusts us.” She 
struck me again. “Because of him 
-Jte may have to move— maybe even 
^»in a stinking jungle for awhile.” 
struck again, this time using 
her hails like five sharp claws, 
scraping my face. “And you want 
him to die quickly? Hah! He’ll beg 
for us to kill him.” 

Guns prodded me up the stairs. 
The long hall held ten ‘ or twelve 
small rooms. The* way five of them 


what they were used for. I was 
shoved into a windowless cubicle, 
a stifling room that smelled of rot- 
ted wood. A light was turned on. 
The women came in behind me, fan- 
ning out in a wide circle. They were 
somber. Those who held guns played 
carelessly with the triggers. Chi-Chi 
was disappointed because Flora 
wouldn’t let her stick me. I suspect- 
ed she’d overrule the objection the 
first chance she got. 

My hands were tied behind my 
back. A gag was shoved into my 
mouth and a piece of cloth was 
wrapped around my head to keep 
it there. Chi-Chi took great delight 
in pushing me so hard that I was 
slammed against a wall and fell to 
the floor on my face. 

A pointed shoe dug into my side, 
then another. A heel was ground 
into my back, twisting the skin up 
tight so that it felt like a knife 
thrust. Each of them took a crack 
at me, enjoying the punishment 
they rendered. 


versation was that Queva would 
never know I was up here, that 
they could keep me as long as they 
liked ... or as long as I lasted. 

So they took all of their hatred 
out on me. 

When I took this assignment I 
knew that one slip would mean 
death. That I was still alive was due 
only to a fantastic piece of luck. 
That I’d walk away from this mess 
called for more of the same kind of 
luck, and nobody had a right to ex- 
pect that much of it. 

The women stopped to catch their 
breath. Their flesh glowed *Vith 
moisture. Maguena had slipped out 
of her abbreviated costume and was 
waiting to see my expression wh^it 
I acknowledged the fact that she 
was nude. 

I refused to give her the satisfac- 
tion bf looking. I got to my feet and 
examined the back of my leg where 
the knife had gone in. The blood 
was coagulating » 

Maguena stood closer, moving her 
hands over her body and sneering 
at me. “More ways than one to tor- 
ture a man, eh, gringo?” 

I gave her a disgusted look. She 
ignored it and moved in closer, 
pressing henself against me, her 
hands sliding ovpr my shoulders 
and back. She squeezed my muscles 
and I could see a fire come into her 
eyes. Her mouth opened slightly. 
“Hard as nails.” Her eyes closed 
and she was breathing heavier. I 
felt her hands trembling. 

“Hey, Maguena, who are you tor- 
turing-^him or yourself?” 

T he question and the giggles that 
followed it snapped her out of 
her passionate reverie. She laughed 
along with the others. For an encore 
she gave me a vicious slap in the 
stomach. She shook her hand, prod- 
ding my stomach muscles with the 
other. “Why can’t we have clients 
like this one?” 

“Rich ones are always soft.” 

“All right, all right,” Chi-Chi 
said impatiently, “can I kill him 
now that we’ve ha*d our fun?” 

“I heard no scream in his throat.” 
“He hasn’t begged us to kill him 
yet.” 

Chi-Chi threw her arms up in ex- 
asperation. “Fools!” She went into 
a tirade, but strangely, her words 
seemed far away. The room started 
to spin. I suppose the effects of the 
blood loss and the beating were 
catching up to me now. I remem- 
bered sinking to my knees. A hand 
grabbed my hair and jerked me 
forward. I didn’t remember hitting 
the floor . . . 

The heat was oppressive when I 
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woke up. I was alone. Voiced filter- 
ed up through the ancieiit wood 
floor. A sliver of daylig^^ came 
through a crack. I workedj|iny ^ay 
to it and pressed my eye to" the rot- 
ted-out ■ knothole.^^ 

The girls weM* prancing around 
half naked, sai^ a^they had been 
last night. Thfl|r 4SWe cleaning up, 
as far as I coul^tell. Washing glass- 
es, setting up the bar, sweeping out 
the debris after a wild night. 

The gag in my mouth was like a 
ball of dry cotton. My arms were 
stiff and sore. The rope tied around 
my wrists felt sticky. I must have 
tried to work loose in my sleep and 
drew blood. I glanced at the leg . 
wound. A thick scab covered the 
gash. 

Someone was running. I looked 
through the small knothole, caught 
a glimpse of Pacida flitting by. She 
was a cute one, but deadly. My dos- 
sier on her eaid she once stabbed a 
guy in the throat because he tried 
to renege on paying after a roll in 
the hay. 

She was saying now, “Queva is 
coming.” 

Groans went up. Flora said, “He 
never comes at this time of day un- 
less he has bad news.” 

Heavy heels pounded across the 
floor like gun shots. “How long was 


that gringo hanging around here?” 
“Three weeks, Queva. What did 
your contact say?” 

Flora’s answer was a smash on 
the side of her face. She squealed 
in pain and fear and stumbled back- 
VMJcdg. Queva;' stood over her, his 
fi^^^^^^che(^n‘Yotir stupidity can 

^But ... he w^^nly a drunk . . . 
I didn’t think—” 

“You let him drink here night 
after night. You never questioned 
him. You let him observe us.” 
Sobbing, Flora blurted, “You saw 
him too, Queva.” 

“Silence! It’s not my job to inter- 
rogate drunks.” 

Men were moving across the floor 
now, carrying crates that were 
heavy .'The lid was lifted off one of 
them and I saw Czech weapons, pis- 
tols, machine guns and hand gre- 
nades. 

Queva said, “He was probably a 
government man. My contact told 
me that agents work incommuni- 
cado for one month. If headquarters 
doesn’t hear from them at the end 
of that time, they investigate.” 

Q UEVA’S heels clicked sharj^v as 
he paced the floor. “To^n^l^e 
will move out. You wilPTsalvage 
what you can. I want the telephone 


number of every free-spending cli- 
ent who comes in here.” He stopped 
under the knothole and jammed his 
fists into his hips. “You will tell 
them not to come here anymore. 
You will contact them when we 
have set ourselves up at a new lo- 
cation.” Heels clicked towards the 
door. “Tonight you will make them 
drool. Your finale will have them 
panting. Make them remember 
you!” 

“The guns, Queva? Why?” The 
question was asked by Lola Perez. 
She was a statuesque Latin who 
once killed a lover in a quarrel. 

Queva said, “In case we have to 
fight. Guards will be posted tonight. 
You’ll have time to get away before 
the shooting starts.” The door slam- 
med. 

It was so quiet below I could hear 
flies buzzing in the sunlight. Queva’s 
presence had a telling effect. I had 
no record on him. He sounded edu- 
cate^! undoubtedly was a Soviet- 
tramed Cuban. 

For the next few hours I was for- 
gotten completely. The women were 
packing their clothes and getting 
the place ready for one last night 
with their clients. 

The heat in this airless room was . 
unbearable. Sweat rolled off me. I. 
choked on the gag and my wri.sts 
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ached from the tight ropes. I grew 
weaker with every passing hour. 
My body was dehydrating. I was 
starved. At dusk I’d reached a point 
where I was so desperate for food 
and water that I almost welcomed 
the sound of a key turning in the 
lock. 

It was Chi-Chi. She glanced fur- 
tively over her shoulder, then slip- 
ped inside and shut the door noise- 
lessly. 

The knife was in her hand. 

My body went cold, clammy. I 
stood up and backed myself to a 
wall. I started to tremble. She’d get 
a fight, that was for sure. I’d kick, 
butt, knee her. I’d make her sweat 
before she plunged the blade in. But 
the outcome would be inveitable. 

She started forward slowly, as if 
to draw out my agony. Her brows 
came together in a tight frown, but 
she was smiling, too, as though she 
enjoyed killing just for the sake of 
it. 

“How do you want it, gringo? 
Throat? Heart? Stomach?” She 
laughed too loudly and clamped her 
hand across her mouth and looked 
over her shoulder at the door. “They 
will be furious, but I know what's 
best.” 

She was close now, prolonging 
the moment of death and enjoying 
my widening eyes. I was ready to 
lift my knee into her gut when I 
saw the door open silently. I made 
no sign that I 5aw it. A coppery 
figure loomed up in the semi-gloom 
and pounced on Chi-Chi. I leaped 
aside as both went crashing into the 
wall. 

It was Maguena. The element of 
surprise was on her side. She flipped 
Chi-Chi over her hip and then fell 
on her, grabbing the knife and fore- 
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ing the kill-crazy woman into sub- 
mission with a fair head-lock. 

Maguena dragged the helpless 
woman across the room to the door 
and flung her out. “Here, take your 
toy with you!” She threw the knife 
on the floor. “If you keep your 
mouth shut I won’t tell Flora you 
tried to spoil her fun.” She shut the 
door and turned to me. 

W HATEVER hate Maguena had 
for nie seemed to be replaced 
by another emotion that was diffi- 
cult to definie in this dim light. She 
stood quite still for a long moment. 
Then, slowly, one hand moved up 
behind her. The tight bra loosened 
and fell away from her breasts. Her 
other hand came from behind her 
leg and I saw the faint outline of a 
gun in it. She rolled the material 
of her panties until they fell to the 
floor at her feet. 

This didn’t make sense at all. She 
was a puta, saturated with sex and 
she hated the men who demanded 
her body for cash. Why in hell did 
she want to play around with a guy 
half dead? 

Her hips swayed provocatively. 
In another second she was whipping 
off the gag and untying the ropes. I 
couldn’t talk right away. My tongue 
was thick and dry. I had to work 
my jaws to get saliva back into iny' 
mouth. 

Maguena held the gun at my ribs 
while her free hand moved across 
my chest. She was breathing er- 
ratically. She leaned against me. 
Her body kept shuddering almost 
violently. She was feverish with a 
passion that made me uncomforta- 
ble. I was afraid the gun would go 
off accidently. I stood still, knowing 
that any sudden movement could 
trigger the thing. 

“Go cool off somewhere.” 

The gun moved so quickly I didn’t 
see it coming, but I felt blood trick- 
ling down my cheek where the front 
sight had sliced it. 

‘•Bitch!" 

Again the gun cut me, this time 
at a rib. Maguena purred, “You will 
learn to keep still.” Her hand went 
to my neck and pulled my head 
down so that her lips met mine. 
“At La Concho I had men like you 
every night. Here I have only old 
tubs who try to live their pasts.” 
She kissed me again, jabbing -my 
ribs with the gun when I didn’t re- 
spond. “The others don’t mind them. 

I do.” 

My arms dangled at my sides. 
Maguena was doing all the work. 
She stopped suddenly and glared 
up at me. “Make love, gringo, or 
I’ll kill you!” 
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I sneered at her. The hammer 
went back and I saw her face drain 
itself of blood. I didn’t like the way 
she stared now. My hands went to 
her back and moved slowly across 
her spine. She relaxed. The queer 
expression was gone. “You don’t 
know how close you came to being 
a corpse.” 

I think I did. I gave her what 
she wanted. It was probably the 
only time in my life when I felt de- 
graded by the act. 

Twenty minutes later I was truss- 
ed up as before, gag and all, and 
left to sweat in the suffocating room. 

It was dark now. Lights were on 
downstairs and the women were 
sitting around waiting for their 
clients to show up. The guards came 
in for a drink, but didn’t linger. 
Queva was not to be seen. Finally, 
the party got under way. I’d wit- 
nessed the same thing night after 
night for three weeks. A few tran- 
sients would come in, see what was 
going on, and leave in disgust. 
There’d been many a night when I 
wished I could do the same. But in 
my role as a slobbering drunk, such 
things weren't supposed to bother 
me. ®onight there were no tran- 
sienfs.^fThe party wag. strictly a pri- 
vate one for those who were liberal 
with their wallets. And it was more 
of an orgy tonight than it had ever 
been before. Oddly enough, this 
time I was privileged to walk away 
from it, and I did. 

F or the one hundredth and first 
time I checked the door by back- 
ing into it and jerking on the knob. 
For the one thousandth time I tried 
to get the rope loosened. I’d applied 
pressure to every inch of all four 
walls searching for one soft spot 
that might offer an escape. 

I went through the whole monot- 
onous procedure again. Time was 
running out fast. As soon as the 
party was over the women would 
finish me off and leave. They’d make 
damn sure I was dead before Queva 
showed up. 

I became panicky. I tried kicking 
the door down. There was so much 
noise downstairs that nobody heard 
me. If I didn’t have this damn gag 
in my mouth I’d scream my head 
off. I jumped up and down on the 
flo£r, hoping that some of the men 
under me would hear it and look 
up, or at least question the girls or 
do something. 

The party* was going hot and 
heavy, but it wouldn’t last all night. 
Sooner or later they’d leave. I’d 
watch them go and again my hopes 
would go with them. 

I sagged to the floor, exhausted 
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and about ready to give up making 
any more attempts to attract some- 
body’s attention. My luck had run 
out. I might just as well sit here, I 
thought, until they decided to come 
up and kill me. 

I looked through the knothole. 
Directly under it a man in a white 
suit was mauling Flora. For some 
reason or other I was attracted to 
the suit. It looked so clean, spotless- 
ly clean. There wasn’t a speck of 
dirt on it anywhere that I could see. 

What if— 

I caught my breath under the 
impact of an idea that coursed 
through a weary brain. I didn’t try 
to analyze it or figure the conse- 
quences. I knew only that somehow 
I had to make contact with someone 
who might use his head and notify 
the police. 

I stiffened my wounded leg on the 
rough wooden floor, gritted my teeth 
and then scraped off the thick scab. 
Blood flowed freely again. I couldn’t 
afford to lose a drop of it, but Fd 
have to take a chance on its rapid 
coagulation again. 

I held my leg over the hole, 
squeezing the wound with the 
weight of my body. 

A drop fell on the shoulder of 
the white suit. Then another drop. 
The third one ran down the front 
of it and the man finally noticed 
what was happening. He stared at 
the stains as though they were made 
by his own blood. 

I kept pumping my leg. Drop 
after drop fell and the man jumped 
away gasping. Little by little the 
noise died. The man with the stain- 
ed suit was looking up, squinting 
at the hole. He didn’t look well. 
“Flora . . . I . . . that’s blood . . . 
I don’t know what’s going on here 
... I can’t afford a scandal . . . Ex- 
cuse me . . .” 

The other men crowded around 
the hole and stared up, watching 
the drops of blood as they splattered 
on the floor. One of them moaned, 
“I’m getting out of here.” The oth- 
ers muttered something similar and 
headed for the door. The women 
tried to head them off. I heard them 
pleading to forget the blood, that it 
was only a chicken. I pounded my 
foot on the floor. The noise startled 
the men. They wouldn’t be stopped 
now. 

T>ELOW me, Flora stared up, her 
eyes tiny slits. Chi-Chi appear- 
ed next to her. She held a gun con- 
cealed in front of her, “Let me go 
up and kill him Tight now.” 

“No, I will.” Snatched the gun. 
“It was my mistake.” She moved 
away. 


I stood up and waited at the door. 
Her heels thumped in the hall, grew 
louder, then stopped. The key turn- 
ed in the lock and she plunged into 
the room. 

I had one slim advantage. My 
eyes were accustomed to the dark; 
hers weren’t. As soon as she cleared 
the door I crashed into her with all 
the strength I could muster. It was 
enough. She gasped once, falling 
backwards. My whole weight drop- 
ped on top of her, knocking the 
wind from her lungs. But she was 
already out. Still on top of her, I 
hooked my still bound hands into 
the top of her panties and ripped 
the material off. A thin metallic 
sound re-assured me of the fact that 
she too carried a knife. 

I searched for it in the dark, then 
used it to cut through the rope on 
my wrists. The whole operation 
seemed to take hours, though I knew 
it must have been only a few sec- 
onds. I grabbed Flora's gun and 
started out the door. 

The other four were climbing the 
stairs. They’d waited to hear the 
shot, and when it hadn’t come they’d 
decided to investigate. 

' Chi-Chi was first. She saw me, 
raised her gun and fired. The slug 
whistled close. I returned one that 
thumped into her belly. The force 
of it shoved her backwards down 
the stairs, nearly taking the others 
with her. 

Screams rose up. I heard feet 
frantically pounding down the 
stairs. Evidently, Chi-Chi was the 
'only one with a gun. I hurried for- 
ward to retrieve it and snatched it 
up just as two shots chipped the 
bannister near my head. 

Two guards stood at the front 
door with rifles. I flattened myself 
on the floor and fired two carefully 
aimed shots. Both crumbled up, 
blocking the way as more guards 
stumbled into the room. 

I fired rapidly, catching two in 
the back before they were able to 
recover. 

Chi-Chi lay dead at the bottom 
of the stairs. The other three wom- 
en had scattered somewhere. For a 
moment it was quiet. The odor of 
cordite was strong and the smoke 
swirled in blue clouds. I used the 
respite to leap over the ballustrade. 
The jolt of hitting the floor didn’t 
do my leg a damn bit of good, but 
I had no time to baby it. 

All of a sudden an unearthly 
screeching went up that sent chills 
through me. Something hard struck 
my head and clattered to the floor. 
Cries of “Kill him! Kill him!’' pierc- 
ed my ears and I was getting pelted 
with rocks from behind. 
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I whirled. The three women were 
m Flora’s office picking up hand 
grenades from a wooden crate and 
hurling them at me. 

But they’d neplected to pull the 

pins/ a 

I shielded my face from the fly- 
ing grenades, selected one and P^h- 
ed the pin. “Stupid putas, you do it 
like this.” 

I threw it at them. 

They watched it coming, too stun- 
ned to take cover. I flew around the 
stairs and flattened myself fast. The 
explosion* damn near brought the 


whole house down on top of rne. All 
of the Czech ammo went up in one 
terrific tuhoosh. 

The dust hadn’t settled when 
Queva pushed His way through the - 
front door. He held a .45 in his hand. 
He didn’t see me on the floor and 
covered with dust and debris. In 
fact, I was barely able to see him. 
Everything was beginning to blur 
up. 

Queva had a nice clean white suit 

on. . . 

It was the second one I’d stained 
with blood that day. . . . END 
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her trembling lips. Things remem- 
bered flitted before her vision. 

Once again she stood in the open 
field watching the American Mus- 
tang trailing a long plume of smoke 
as it raced northward. As she 
squinted into the dying sun, she saw 
the billowing cloud of nylon and 
the lanky figure of the pilot dang- 
ling in the harness. 

In a matter of seconds the man 
was on the ground, fighting the 
shroud lines to spill the air f roin the 
chute. Without thinking of the dan- 
ger she was beside him, working 
furiously to collapse the huge white 
umbrella. 

“Much obliged, m’am, the Amer- 
ican said. ^ . 

She’d placed her slim finger to 
her lips. “No time for talk,” she d 
whispered breathlessly. “The Volks- 
sturm will surround the place. They 
follow the bullet decree. One must 
be away from here.” 

The American didn’t question her 
fluent English nor the urgency of 
her words. He followed her auto- 
matically for a step or two and then 
he had collapsed onto the ground, 
his lace contorted by pain. 

“Lousy ankle,” he’d gritted. 
“Don’t know whether I broke some- 
thing or not. It just won’t hold me 
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up- 

From a hidden reservoir of 
strength, Lani had managed to lift 
the man to his feet and swung his 
arm over her slender shoulders. 
Looking like a couple of children 
participating in a sack race, they 
had somehow managed to ™ake it 
to the small .house at the side of the 

road. , , j 

The door had scarcely closed be- 
hind them when they heard the 
distant growl of motorcycle engines. 

“Volkssturm bustards!” a man 
said behind them. 


The American pilot whirled 
swiftly, his hand darting towards 
his bolstered .45. 

A slow grin of recognition affid 
acceptance spread across the pilot’s 
face at the sight of Max Bruner. 
Bruner was at once a comical and 
a terrifying figure. The livid scar 
which ran across his cheek gave his 
mouth the appearance of carrying a 
perpetual sardonic smile. He was 
built along slim lines, but there was 
no mistaking the corded sinews 
which stood out on his bare arms. 

Bruner stood at the window par- 
ing his nails with the tip of a hunt- 
ing knife. He watched the two Waf- 
fen SS men racing past the small 
house. , . - „ 

“It is all right, my friend, 
Bruner finally sadi. “They do not 
suspect as yet. I suppose I play the 
role of the Nazi informer well 
enough to keep the wolf away from 
our door, eh Lani?” 

Lani’s smile was brief. The Amer-- 
ican pilot studied it, saw the way it 
wrinkled her pert nose and made 
the lights in her eyes blaze. 

“I appreciate what you are doing 
for me,” the pilot said. “But I don t 
want you to take any unnecessary 
risks on my account. I could give 
myself up to these Volkssturm peo- 
ple. That might be the simplest 

‘IDo that, my friend,” Max Bru- 
ner cut in. “Do that and see what 
they will do to you. They 
orders from the Luftwaffe itself. All 
American pilots are to be executed. 


T he flier didn’t press the argu- 
ment. He allowed himself to be 
led to the stuffy wine cellar of the 
house. There as he sat on a rickety 
cot set behind a group of packing 
cases, he devoured a bowl of cab- 
bage soup -Lani brought him. 


It was between gulps of the hot 
liquid that Lani Meister had learn- 
ed about her guest’s background. 
He was Lt. Jack Morrison, 314 
Fighter Squadron, Eighth Air Force; 
hometown, Lubbock, Texas, prefer- 
ences, working oil rigs and jitter- 
bugging. 

They had chatted gaily, the way a 
young man and woman do. Their 
conversation had turned serious as 
Lani had told him of her life under 
the Nazis, of her family scattered 
to the four corners of the Reich. 

“One cannot tell where they are. 
“My parents were recruited for a 
work battalion. The Gestapo told 
them that if they volunteered, my 
sister and I would not have to leave 
Arlon.” However it hadn’t been two 
months after the weeping family 
farewell that Lani’s sister had dis- 
appeared. 

Lani had gone to the Gestapo to 
plead' for news. They had listened 
impassively and shrugged their 
shoulders. "We are sorry, Fraulein. 
There are no records. She may be 
visiting in another city. We are not 
a missing persons bureau, you 
know. There is absolutely nothing 
we can do to help you in your 
search. Now don’t take up any more 
of our time.” 

There' never were any records of 
women being forced into the feld- 
hure units to service Nazi person- 
nel. They merely disappeared under 
cover of night and never were heard 
from again. 

Jack Morrison had listened to her 
story. His face had grown grim and 
he’d touched her hand in an attempt 
to brush away the hurt. 

He wasn’t the first American flier 
who had been spirited into Max 
Bruner’s basement. But he was dif- 
ferent. He was one Lani felt she 
wanted to talk to rather than joke 
with. His feelings were not all on 
the surface. He wasn’t brash. He 
didn’t have a compulsion to talk. 
He could !fcsten quietly and make 
his sympathy understood with the 
touch of his hand. 

On subsequent visits to the cellar, 
Lani found a new sensation growing 
within her. The only men she had 
known were the Waffen S.S., who 
had made her pay for her continu- 
ing freedom by submitting to their 
depraved lust. 

With them it had been necessary 
to close one’s eyes and try to blot 
out the hornfying image of what 
was taking place. 

Jack Morrison made all that seem 
far away like some half-remem- 
bered nightmare. 

The first time with Morrison had 
been unexpected. He had been limp- 


ing around the cellar, gingerly test- 
ing his injured ankle. 

“I think I’ll be able to move 
around on this soon,” he’d grinned. 
“Max tells me once I can, he can get 
me up to Ostend.” 

“We’ll get you there,” Lani had 
said, anxious to make certain that 
Morrison regarded her as something 
more than a cook. “But do not be 
in too much of a rush. The leg is 
still not what it should be.” 

“Why look, Lani, I can practical- 
ly dance a jig on it.” He’d grabbed 
her around the waist and whirled 
her into the air. His hands were 
sure and she felt the excitement of 
their touch exploding within her. 

B ut Morrison’s leg had not been 
as strong as he’d believed and 
they’d collapsed in a laughing tan- 
gle of arms and legs on the cot. 

Lani’s skirt had twisted around 
her waist. She’d felt Morrison’s fin- 
gers brushing the nakedness of her 
thighs. Quickly she had seized his 
wrists, holding tight for just an in- 
stant. Then the instinctive woman- 
ly resistance had melted. Her own 
fingers had relaxed. Morrison’s eag- 
er arms had encircled her hips, 
crushing her body to him. She’d felt 
the corded muscles of his forearms. 
Her breasts pressed- against his 
chest. 

Without a word, Lani had guided 
him to the fasteners of her dress, 
then to the hooks at the back of her 
pink bra and finally to the thin elas- 
tic which held her delicate panties 
in place . . . 

She thought of Morrison now and 
wondered where he might be. 
Watching the gross face of the man 
who called himself Reinhard Goer- 
ing, she wondered whether Morri- 
son and Max Bruner had been ap- 
prehended or whether the R.H.S.A. 
section of the Gestapo was merely 
on one of its fishing expeditions. 

She weighed the evidence care- 
fully. When the Nazis went in for 
street corner roundups as they had 
only a few hours ago, it meant that 
they had no real clues to go by. 
These were typical Gestapo tactics. 
Bring everybody in. Torture all of 
your prisoners. One of them knows 
something. As for the others, they 
will never be missed. Less mouths 
to feed, less danger of potential re- 
sistance activities. 

“They don’t know the where- 
abouts of the American,” Lani told 
herself. “Otherwise I would not be 
just one of fifteen women herded 
into a van and brought here. They 
couldn’t possibly know.” The 
thought added to her burden. 

The man called Reinhard Goering 


studied her. “My dear Fraulein,” he 
began again, “you are a diabolically 
attractive young woman. And I am 
a man of fine tastes. Because of 
this, I have arranged for your trans- 
fer. You will not have to wear 
coarse prisoner’s garb. You will be 
conducted to Special Stalag 182 
where I am in sole charge. You must 
consider yourself quite fortunate.” 

His pudgy hand moved to a key 
on the desk. It lingered along the 
circumference of her arm as he un- 
locked the cuffs which held her. 
Experimentally, he touched the flat- 
ness of her stomach. Lani held her 
breath, trying to hide her reaction 
to the loathesome caress. 

The hours which followed were 
a surrealistic tableau of all that was 
bizarre and demented in the Nazi 
mind. 

They took Lani back to her cell 
and returned her clothes to her. 
Reinhard Goering stood fascinated 
by the sight of her redressing. Then 
with six other young women— all 
strikingly beautiful— sha. was conr* 
ducted to a barred Gestapo vap and-, 
heard the door snap shut behind fear. ' 

T he ride seemed interminable. 

Several times the van left the 
road and Lani could hear the muf- 
fled roar of aircraft overhead fol- 
lowed by the whump whump of ex- 
plosions. 

Finally the van stopped and 
blinking in the bright daylight, Lani 
Meister was marched into a castle 
like structure which stood precipi- 
tously at the edg^ of a large cliff. 

Hard faced guards marched the 
women down a long flight of steps 
into the very bowels of the building. 
The corridors had the dank muski- 
ness of the tomb and were lit by 
flickering torches. 

Unceremoniously Lani was shoved 
into a small cubicle and the iron 
door was slammed shut. There was 
no possibility of communication 
with the other prisoners through 
the thick stone walls. 

The hours dragged by. Gnawing 
hunger and fear entwined in Lani’s 
stomach. For some reason, she had 
been singled out for special treat- 
ment. Did it have to do with the 
search for the American or was 
there some even more diabolical 
purpose for what was taking place? 

■When the answer came, Lani was 
totally unprepared for it. 

The cell door clanged open and 
Lani was blinded by the flaming 
torch which cast its eerie light 
through the cell. In spite of the 
mounting peril she felt, Lani could 
not supress the hysterical laughter 
which ljubbled from her lips. 
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The man called Reinhard Goering 
stood before her, dressed in a rep- 
lica of a Roman toga. One flabby 
shoulder and the roles of flab of his 
torso stood bare to her view. 

He had rouged his cheeks to give 
them an unhealthy reddish tinge. 
His lips were compressed with an- 
ger and the pinpoints that were his 
pupils traveled over her young 
body. 

“Fraulein, believe me you will 
find nothing to laugh about,” he 
grunted as he moved towards her. 
“No one laughs at the second cousin 
of the Reich Marshal. I am a Goer- 
ing. That entitles me, just as it en- 
titles my' Cousin Hermann.” 

I The man was hopelessly mad. The 
sweat of his insanity oozed from 
every pore. He lurched forward, his 
palsied hands hooking in the neck- 
line of Lani’s dress. 

Trembling with terror, the girl 
jammed her knee into the madman's 
groin. She heard him gasp. Im- 
mediately she was seized by two 
guards who had charged through 
the door. Violent pain shot through 
her arms as they were twisted be- 
hind her. Inexorably she was forced 
forward into the corridor and to- 
wards a huge room. 

Her cry of agony and disbelief 
was pitiful as she saw the array of 
glass coffins with their macabre con- 
tents. 

Each coffin contained the figute 
of one of the young women who 
had shared the van trip with her. 
Their arms had been carefully fold- 
ed over their naked breasts. They 
had been stacked like so many cords 
of wood. 

In the center of the room, two 
grotesque looking figures sat en- 
sconsed in throne-like chairs. Their 
beady eyes took in every movement 
of Lani’s struggling, almost naked 
body. They wore the insignia of 
standartenfuhrers. 

B y now the man called Reinhard 
Goering had recovered his 
aplomb. He minced around Lani, 
touching the sheer silk of her pink 
silk panties, letting his eye rove 
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over the swelling, agitated upthrust 
of her breasts in the tight confines 
of their bra. 

A small gnome with a huge hump 
on his back pranced around a low 
slung wooden table, testing straps 
and ropes. 

He barked a series of high pitched 
orders. The guards who held Lani 
lifted her high in the air and let 
her crash to the table’s splintery 
surface. 

Immediately her arms and legs 
were seized and strapped to the 
table. A cruel rope was twisted 
around her throat, almost complete- 
ly cutting off Lani’s air supply. 

Through it all, she saw the im- 
possibly grotesque figure of Rein- 
hard Goering leering down at her. 
Spittle flecked his lips. The cord- 
like arteries in his head throbbed 
with an increasing tempo. His ad- 
dict’s eyes drank in the twitching 
spasms of Lani’s helpless body. 

His giggle was high pitched. With 
diabolical delight he moved the 
torch ever closer. Its first kiss tore 
a heart rending shriek of pain from 
Lani’s lips. She thrashed against 
her bonds, heaving her body up- 
ward, arching her back, fighting 
the ropes which held her. 

“I am Reinhard Goering,” her tor- 
mentor cackled. “I have the rights 
given me by the Reich Marshal him- 
self. Cousin Hermann has his Karin 
Hall, very well, I will have my own 
edifice. 

Through the waves of agony 
which tore at her nerves, Lani knew 
the truth and it almost made her 
happy. The entire Gestapo roundup 
had been for no military purpose. 
It had been designed merely to give 
this maniac a chance to pick and 
choose his victims. 

Only the young and the beauti- 
ful would find their way to Rein- 
hard Goering’s lair. The rest would 
be committed to the labor gangs 
and the concentration gamps. 

“I will be somebody!” the fat man 
shrieked. “I will be as important as 
the Reich Marshal. I am just like 
him. I have rights.” 

The other Nazis looked knowingly 
at each other. But .they made no 
move to stop the fat man’s abomi- 
nations. They realized he was a 
lunatic, but just possibly there was 
an element of truth in his preten- 
sions of kinship to the Reich Mar- 
shal. It would not be well to inves- 
tigate the matter too thoroughly. 
Strange transfers could be issued 
under the right circumstances. 

Besides, there was some interest 
for them in watching the pain rid- 
den spasms of a lovely- young girl 
who lay completely denuded before 
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them. After all, hadn’t they taken 
a blood oath to join the R.H.S.A.— 
an oath which forswore all signs 
of weakness? Wasn’t being able to 
withstand the sights and sounds of 
torture a reaffirmation of the oath? 

The flaming torch continued its 
journey over Lani’s flesh. Her mind 
whirled in a multi-colored sea of 
agony. She screamed until her voice 
was merely a hoarse rasp. 

At last, just as the pounding of 
her heart told her she must die of 
exhaustion, she saw the needle com- 
ing towards her. She felt herself 
sinking slowly into a black veil. 
Rough hands cut away her fetters 
and she felt the coldness of the glass 
pressing up against her recumbent 
back. 

She was still conscious bi^t imable 
to move as the fat man bent over 
her, arranging her hands in the po- 
sition of death. The way he fondled 
her showed his perverted morbidity. 

Fighting to breathe, Lani saw 
them placing the heavy glass lid 
over her. There was only the small- 
est opening for air between the lid 
and the sides, of the coffin. 

E ntombed as she was, Lani 
could not hear the roar of the 
onrushing planes. Drugged as she 
was, she couldn’t feel the bomb con-j 


cussions. She could not see the stone 
walls cracking, nor the torture table 
being hurled through the air to 
crash with a sickening thud into the 
fat man’s head. 

She knew of none of these things 
nor the lightning raid of the Re- 
sistance group which moved into 
the castle under cover of the Allied 
bombing to carry out its rescue op- 
erations. 

For weeks after, Lani hid in a 
small house not two kilometers from 
Max Bruner’s. Slowly her strength 
came back to her. But even when 
it did, she refused to reveal the de- 
tails of her experiences. “One would 
only consider me mad,” she told 
Bruner. 

Often she thought about the 
American and whether he had made 
good his escape. 

She received her answer several 
months later when the first shock 
troops of the Canadian First Army 
had blasted their way East and a 
forward air strip was constructed 


outside of Arlon by the Eighth Air 
Force. 

A young pilot, wearing the em- 
blem of an American Flag on the 
sleeve of his leather jacket drove 
his jeep into her front yard. 

His grin was big and friendly and 
his appraisal of Lani was just slight- 
ly hard up. He was unhappy that 
Lani Meister was not just another 
liberated girl who’d do anything for 
one G.I., chocolate bar and a pair 
of silk stockings. 

But the feeling changed as he 
handed her the note from Jack Mor-. 
risen and watched the tears run 
unashamedly down her cheeks. 

Finally she folded the note afid 
slid it under the bodice of her dress. 
“No matter how long it takes, I will 
wait,” she whispered. 

“The pilot ^|rith . tije flag on his 
sleeve tapped his overseas cap 
briefly with a finger. “I guess that 
takes care of the favor I owe Mor-. 
rison,” he said as he drove away. 


•gs. 


SAikiiiSiniiTE 


SAN DIEGO. CAllP. 


FOR BIOLOGICAL STUDIES 


MEAT CUTTING offers YOU 

SUCCESS And SECURITY 

In The Best Established Business In The World • PEOPLE MUST EAT! 




Sludnnrs (above) getting actual practice training in meat 
cutting in only their 3rd day at school. Students (belovr) 
getting octual practice training on power taw. Students train 
on all the latest power tools and equipment. 


yRAIN QUICKLY in 8 short weeks for a 
job with a bright and secure future in 
the vitol meat business. Trained meat 
men needed. Good pay, full-time jobs, 
year-round income, no lay-offs— HAVE 
A PROFITABLE MARKET OF YOUR OWN! 

LEARN BY DOING 

Get your training under actual meat 
market conditions in our big, modern, 
cutting and pracessing r^yis ond retail 
meat market. Expert instructors show you 
how— then you do each job yourself. 
Nearly a million dollors worth of meat 
Is cut, processed, displayed and • mer- 
chandised by Notional students yearly! 


PAY AFTER GRADUATION 

Come to National for complete 8-weeks 
course and pay your tuition in eosy 
instollments after you graduate. Diploma 
awarded. FREE nationwide employment 
help. Thousands of successful graduates. 
OUR 40 HiYEARI 

FREE CATALOG— MAIL COUPON 

Send coupon for big, fully illustrated. 
National School catalog showing students 
in training. See for yourself what rapid 
progress you can moke. See meat you 
cut and equipment you train with. No 
obligation. No solesmon will coll. FOR 
REAL JOB SECURITY, get all the facts 
NOW! G.I. Approved. 

Notional School Of Moot Cutting 
S14 Susailt St. 

Dopt. p.23 Totodo 4, Ohio 


r 514 SUMllt St. I 

I NATIONAL SCHOOL OP MEAT CUTTING, Dopt. P-72 Totodo. 4, Ohio 

Send me your FREE illustrated school catalog showing me bow I cau quickly train | 
I for SUCCE^ and SECURITY in Meat Cutting. Meat Merchandising and Self Serv- .1 
I ice Meats. No obligation. No salesman will call. Approved for veterans. j 

' Name. Age I 

j Address j 

I^City ^ ^ .State. - . - - ___ . | 


57 




SEPARATE SIN 

(Continued from page 29) 


They seek you out, they come tear^ down 
your doori, they won’t let you go. 
wur«. YOURS ALONE. In these confidentul 
^k$ you’ll find ancient love magjc and mod- 
IKlmiQU.. ... Don Ju.n and tha Mm- 
About-Town . . . And wayi to m^o tha mala 
partonality moro potent and nia.i.tiblel 

It's a double aaorot - I»tt™« 

K)cial attatajy. Thada why YOURS ^ON® 
offeti in 2 complete books an Art of Lone an^ 
H'ay' it tl<e World. Sinjla, enga|ed or mamotr, 
you'll be thrilled with your new power. Ids to 
easy when you know how! Only $2. Money-hack I 
guarantee. I 

f”nAIA gOOK CO., Dept. 0T.$49 I 

I 109 tread St., New York i, N. V. | 

I Send YOURS AlONE In plain wrapper. If not de- | 

I lighted, 1 may return It In 10 dayi for refund. . 

• Q I entloie $2. You pay all poitoge. ! | 

1 P Send C.O.D. I'll pay poitman $2 plu* portal 1 
I chorger. | 

I city - - I 

Canada A forelgn-$2.S0 with order j 

strip photos for coiibctors 
The kind you hear about hut 
hard to find I Rare slzallng 
aotlon guar. 12 
for t6. H.P.B. BMTBRPRISBS, 
BOX 228, CULVER CITY, CALIF. 

UlUSTRATED BOOKLETS 

Th* kind you will antoy. 
booklet* i* ill* SkdVi end ti ILLUSTRATcD 
with ® peo* eerloon ll^U8TIIATtOHS ol <^MIC 
CHAAACTMt end I* fu» P« ^ and 
tertainmenl. 20 o* 

IfRENT tent prepeid in plein emrelop* u^n 
roceipt ot ft.OO. No check* or C.0.0. order* 

*“*THA*uei aoviiTT ca. Oept 43-s 

m InlstaMckM (MlM Ues, Task MU. 


DARING 

BIKINIS! 

The RIVIERA Rogel 
Originolt' own ereotion* ' 
ond exact copiei of French \ 
deaigni. ThU one it of ex- » 
quitite quality gloted cotlor>. 

Halter bro h«* adiusteble cupt. 
ftrieti have forwi-fltiing ela.t. _ 
cized weitt and leg bondt. Red, 
Block, Turquoite or lovender 

tlfipet on Foom White. Siiea S-M-l 
An Original! Value I dT324 

Only $3.98 pIu* 25c p.t 

Et313 Same flattering atyle in color- 
ful rofton. Solid »«J. B'-f. 

Block. An Originoli Special S-M-L. 

Only $2.98 p’u> 2 Sc p.p 

FREE CATALOG WITH ORDER 1 

loviah lingerie, exotic boudoii 



iaing bikini*. 


lemblei ond 


DEPT. 346, SIO MADISON AVE 
NEW YORK 22, N-Y. 


dog, jumping through his hoops and 
loving it! 

After that vacation with JacK, 
Ann could not allow herself to be 
touched by her weak, ineffectual 
husband. Jim had tried half-heart- 
edly to draw her close to him. But 
she couldn’t respond. Jack had ful- 
filled her in every way. He was a 
man’s man. She would not settle 
for anything less. ^ *. 

Besides, she secretly guessed that 
her husband’s attempt at love mak- 
ing was prompted by the memory 
of his own recent affair-one that 
had undoubtedly restored some of 
the masculinity he’d lost in his own 
marriage bed. 

Ann was right. Jim wouldnt ad- 
mit it, of course, but he’d had a 
I hell of a time with a girl named 
1 Lois, and had her in mind when he 
I reached for his wife! 

Ann took out a cigarette and tap- 
ped one end on her thumb. Across 
the street Ruth came out of the ga- 
rage carrying a lawn edger. She 
waved to the couple, voiced her 
hope that they’d have fun, then be- 
gan the laborious chore of edging 
her spacious lawn. 

Ann snickered. There was a re- 
lationship that made her own seem 
pallid. Joe always came home late. 

! He never bothered to give Ruth an 
excuse and she never bothered to 
I ask for one. She hardly deserved 
I one because of her own extra-mar- 
I ital activities in a local motel with 
a “friend.” 

Neither cared that the other knew 
of the so-called clandestine affairs, 
nor did they care that their neigh- 
bors knew about them. 

’ Ann could understand Ruth s 
viewpoint more readily than she 
could Joe’s. Ruth had hungered for 
someone to lean on. She’d found 
that someone when she’d called in 
her oil man to overhaul her heater. 
They’d spent an hour in the base- 
ment discussing Ruth’s home prob- 
lem of proper heating. The conver- 
sation was lively, intelligent. The 
oil man returned the following day 
and Ruth poured out more problems 
for him to solve, most of them deal- 
ing with subjects far removed from 
oil and heatin^g. 

Ruth had a confidant now, some- 
one to make decisions for her. The 
' oil man invited her to lunch, then 
I to his home-when his wife was out. 
I Now. in the privacy of a motel 


room, he was solving Ruth’s sex 
problem. 

Ann was sympathetic, but consid- 
ered Ruth a^dope. Ann had had an 
identical opportunity when she de- 
cided on adding a dormer. The fore- 
man of the construction company 
doing the job was tall, good looking 
and easy to talk to. And he was 
quick to sense Ann’s need for a 
man. * 

His eyes glowed as they Imgered 
on her shorts-and-halter-clad body. 
He spent more time with her in the 
kitchen than he did supervising his 
men. He made an overture, was re- 
buffed, tried again and was again 
squelched. Ann was tempted to say, 
“If you and I were 500 miles from 
here we’d get along famously. But 
here, you’re just wasting your 
time.” 


T hat was when Ann decided on 
separate vacations. Yes, it was 
Ann’s decision-simply one more in 
an endless parade of them. Like so 
many other suburban housewives, 
Ann wanted her cake and to eat it. 

Some wives anxious for extra- 
marital play use the subtle ap- 
proach on their husbands. “This is 
your chance to do all the fisTiing you 
want, dear.” 

Others, like Ann, are more frank: 

“I don’t give a damn what you do 
for two weeks, just don’t pry into 
what I’ve done.” ^ ^ * 

Ann was aware of the fact that 
psychiatrists have a fixed notion 
that a desire for separate vacations 
must have a neurotic basis. They 
warn of trouble ahead when a man 
and woman find separate vacations 
relaxing or stimulating. 

Certainly, she agreed, there was 
nothing quite so stimulating as 
spending two weeks in the arms of 
a man like Jack. But she did not 
consider herself a neurotic simply 
because she had spunk enough to 
demand what was her right as a 
woman. , 

It was quite the reverse, and 
these psychiatrists, she v^re 

wrong in their theories. The fact 
that she could get away for a small 
part of each year was the very 
reason she was able -to hold her 
marriage together. Without the res- 
pite, Ann knew she and Jim would 
have become a divorce statistic long 


ago. 


Whir wnn’ 


’t Ann and her subur- 
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banites chuck their sheep-like mates 
and marry the men with whom they 
sought affairs? The answer is not 
at all complex. Suburban women 
are hard-headed realists. Their men 
have made it to the top or near top 
in their chosen fields. The average 
income lies somewhere between 
$8,000 and $20,000 a year. A wife 
has only to snap her fingers to get 
a new car, a dishwasher or a re- 
modeled kitchen. In all financial re- 
spects, her cup nmneth over. 

Cdmpare their husbands with the 
local Romeos who deliver milk, 
pump gas or fix oil burners. All of 
them know suburbia and its women 
better than do the absentee hus- 
bands, but none can match their 
annual earnings. 

As one psychologist put it, “Don’t 
forget, the local lover is on a lower 
economic level than the husband, 
but in back of his mind is the 
thought: ‘Here I am sleeping with 
a woman who is the wife of a very 
sccessful business man!’ ’’ 

Ann is a member of the growing 
cult of “separatists” in suburban 
America. She is adamant in her de- 
sire to get away from her husband 
in spite of the deluge of learned 
statements about family “together- 
ness” which are designed to make 
her feel like a heel. 

T ravel agents say that women 
clients express no remorse, guilt 
or blushing shame when they make 
arrangements for a solo trip, al- 
though many feel they owe an ex- 
planation. The usual pitch is that 
the breadwinner is simply too busy 
to take time off from work. Some- 
times it’s extremely difficult for the 
women to keep from winking slyly. 

Now, Ann and Jim loaded their 
luggage into the cab and drove off. 
Ruth stopped edging her lawn to 
look after them, wondering why 
her own marriage couldn’t have 
been as sublime as Ann’s. 

In the cab, the couple sat back 
and relaxed. They were off on an- 
other separate adventure and both 
of them were pre-occupied with 
thoughts about who would be their 
paramours this year. 

Ann hoped she’d meet another 
man like Jack. 

Jim wanted to meet a girl like 
Lois. He’d told himself last year, 
“J)Jaybe my wife doesn’t love me, 
but Lois does. She thinks enough 
about me to sleep with me.“ Lois 
was a great ego-rebuilder. 

In any ev^nt, they knew one thing 
for sure. 

They were both going to enjoy 
two weeks off with play. end 
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KICKS THAT KILL 

(Continued from page 21) 


an excerpt from an editorial which 
appeared in a recent issue of the 
Journal of the American Medical 
Association. , . beyond the im- 
mediate psychological aberrations 
produced by glue-sniffing is the pos- 
sibility that danger to various organ 
systems may result.” 

T he dangers of these volatile in- 
gredients— acetone, butyl acetate, 
toluene— are burned out nasal mem- 
branes, liver damage, perforations 
in the gall bladder, destruction of 
bone marrow, blindness and pos- 
sible death. 

Dr. Laurence Frost, a psycholo- 
gist working with the Juvenile 
Court in Washington, D.C., com- 
pares glue-sniffers’ personalities 
with those of alcoholics. “There is 
the same history of dependency. 
They are persons who can’t face up 
to things.” 

Dr. Alan K. Done, director of the 
Poison Center at Salt Lake County 
General Hospital, said, “I have 
found definite evidence of effects on 
the kidneys from glue sniffing. It is 
too soon to know whether this effect 
is temporary or permanent dam- 
age.” 

Glue manufacturers are sincerely 
and somewhat desperately trying 
to find a less toxic formula. As 
Charles D. Miller, president of Test- 
or Corporation, Rockford, Illinois 
put it, “We are going to change the 
formula by reducing the amount of 
acetone so that the narcotic effect 
will be slowed down. But I’m afraid 
sniffers will just switch to another 
product.” 

You are a little late, Mr. Miller. 
They already have! 

Sniffers unable to get model plane 
glue have found that some fast- 
drying marking pencils will produce 
the same effect. They contain a sol- 
vent like those in plastic glues. A 
Washington, D.C. music teacher told 
of one student who had always been 
too shy to get up and sing. One day 
she saw him sniffing a marking pen- 
cil behind his songbook. “Then he 
got up and sang like a bird.” 

Police, across the nation are re- 
porting case after case of an alarm- 
ing trend towards the use of goof 
balls. 

Last year two goof ball addicts 
died in Newark, New Jersey. 

A “booze and bennie” party was 
in progress in Nahant, a suburb of 


Boston. One of the thrill-seeker^ 
died from an overdose of gooLballs. 
The others shoved his body into a 
closet, nailed the door shut and 
went on witl^their party. 

Police raided a South Side Chi- 
cago tavern and found 9,000 goof 
balls ready for sale. 

A police raid in New Jersey un- 
covered an apartment “factory” 
which was loaded with barbiturates 
and amphetamines, two of the prime 
ingredients which go into goof balls. 

One goof ball ring was using pre- 
scription blanks stolen from two 
physicians, forging them to the tune 
of 100-pills per blank for their sub- 
uiban goof ball parties. 

Bennies, red birds, yellow jackets, 
blue heavens. Those are the various 
names for goof balls and you can 
get them for ten cents a pill in Chi- 
cago, fifty cents each in New York 
City. 

You can get them easily because 
most states have no legislation cov- 
ering the sale of some types of bar- 
biturates and stimulants. 

Many seekers of new thrills have 
discovered that ordinary cough 
medicine with its 42 per cent al- 
cohol content will serve as a, minor 
kick until something better comes 
along. Thirty youngsters rounded up 
in Boston were hooked on a stand- 
ard cough syrup with a codeine 
base. 

A spokesman for the New York 
State Narcotics Bureau disclosed 
recently that Molotoff cocktails— 
doriden pills mixed with cough 
medicine-are getting a big play in 
Long Island City. 

From Eugene, Oregon comes a 
story that will curl your hair. 
Thrill-seekers in that city are in- 
jecting chest-rub medications into 
their veins. 

Dr. Edward Goldblatt of the 
County Health Department saic^tfae 
kick could be fatal. The practice 
came to light when three adolesrV’ 
cents were arrested on the street 
for being drunk. It developed that 
they’d taken injections of camphor 
salves. 

Dr. Goldblatt said that too large 
a dose of camphor will cause con- 
vulsions, comas and death. Repeat- 
ed injections can bring on brain 
and kidney damage. 

P OLICE in all cities are stymied 
by this new wave of willful 
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I 
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I 
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I disiacs, the breasts as an erotic factor, conception 
I and chiybirth, causes of sexual failures in hus- 
I bands, frigidity in wives, eliminating difficulties, 
1 sex facts for married couples, body hygiene, pre- 

I 

1 


iiminary coital technique, coital movements, the 
after-play, glossary of sex terms, unconventional 
sexuality, etc. The eighty-five scientifically ac- 
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self-destruction. For one thing, glue 
and cough medicine can be sold 
across the counter. Neither are clas- 
sified as narcotics and therefore they 
are powerless to act. And in spite 
of the fact that police successfully 
crack down on dope peddlers, they 
find that the goof ball fills the gap 
for the beginner addict deprived of 
his fix and actually becomes more 
of a menace. 

“Barbiturates are replacing mari- 
juana as the first step toward ad- 
diction,” says one Chicago narcotics 
official. ' 

A report from a Senate subcom- 
mittee headed by Senator Thomas 
J. Dodd pointed to strong evidence 
of a relationship between the use 
of such drugs and teenage arrests 
for criminal violence and sex per- 
versions. 

But don’t be misled into believing 
that youngsters have a corner on the 
“kick” market. Adults have been 
playing the game of “taking the 
kick that kills” since the days of 
the Roaring Twenties when they 
drank rotgut that blinded some and 
killed others. 

More recently, in early May of 
this year, some 50 derelicts on New 
York’s Bowery killed themselevs by 
drinking denatured alcohol. At least 
35 more were made seriously ill by 
the lethal liquid. The mass poison- 
ing started on a Sunday, when 
liquor stores were closed. The men 
couldn’t wait a day, so they went to 
a hardware store and bought pint 
cans of alcohol that were clearly 
marked “specially denatured sol- 
vent,” and bore a skull and cross- 
bones. An unfounded theory had 
spread through the Bowery that 
wood alcohol might be drunk with- 
out harmful effects if it was diluted 
or strained through a hat or a piece 
of bread. Approximately 75 men 
learned a bitter truth the hard way. 

Moonshining is a business that 
ranks with gambling and dope as a 
major source of revenue to organ- 
ized crime. An estimated 200,000 
persons are involved in this criminal 
network. 

They sell deadly .poison. 

Investigators discovered some 
time ago that “white lightning” is 
becoming more and more toxic be- 
cause of poor distilling equipment, 
that the lead salts contained in 
much of the illicit liquor can result 
in paralysis, blindness and death. 

Yet the product is not only con- 
sumed in the hills and swamps of 
Southern states, it is' transported to 
Chicago, Detroit, New York and 
other Northern cities by well-or- 
ganized gangs of bootleggers. 

Not all of the “shine” is marked 
' 9 


for export. In Atlanta alone, an 
estimated 6,500 gallons a day are 
sold to some 5,000 “nip” joints. 

Another 5,000 gallons a day goes 
to Birmingham, Alabama. 

One Southern city has approxi- 
mately 1,200 “crack joints” (private 
home) where “white mule” is sold 
by the drink. Derelicts more dead 
than alive shuffle in and out of 
these “crack joints” like zombies. 
Bootleggers are proud of their sale 
of 7,000 gallons per^day td^that city. 

In one other metropolis recently, 
50 persons died of the effects of 
moonshine and another 350 were 
hospitalized. 

TT^EDERAL and state governments 
-I figure they are being cheated out 
of one billion dollars a year by 
moonshiners. But Edward J. Azas, 
administrator of the Alabama ABC 
Board says, “My feeling is that the 
Federal government regards en- 
forcement from an economic view- 
point rather than regarding the pro- 
duction of moonshine as part of the 
over-all crime picture. Viewed real- 
istically, the loss of revenue might 
be considered minor compared to 
the criminal situation that leads to 
corruption, violence and murder.” 

The promiscuous sex kick with its 
evil partner venereal disease is an- 
other switch where we were caught 
asleep. 

Take the year 1959, for example. 
There were over 4,000 deaths due 
to syphilis in that year. This is a 
reported number. Include the doc- 
tors who tried to avoid writing the 
shameful word on death certificates 
and you’ll come up with a figure 
appreciably higher. 

In the years 1959 and 1960, Wash- 
ington, Boston, Houston, Los An- 
geles, Chicago and San Francisco 
reported increases of up to 200 per 
cent in cases of infectious syphilis. 

New cases of syphilis rose 818 
per cent in New Orleans. 

The country as a whole reported 
an increase of 23 per cent in 1958 
and 1959. 

In 1960 a rise of 72 per cent was 
reported throughout the country. 

Dr. William J. Brown, chief of the 
VD branch fo the United States 
Public Health Service said^ “The 
rise is absolute in every category 
across the country— male and fe- 
male, poor and rich, young and old, 
Negro and white, urban and rural.” 

T. Leroy Richman of^ihe Ameri- 
can Social Health Association esti- 
mated that there is probably more 
VD among people under 20 than 
ever before in the history of the 
country. 

Public-health authorities say now 
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that instead of the reported 378,000 
cases in the United States in 1959, 
the actual figure was closer to one 
or two million. 

To effect a cure for gonorrhea in 
1943, 100,000 units of penicillin 
were considered sufficient. Today 
the average dose is one million 
units, with many doctors injecting 
more than two million. In Japan 
30 per cent of the gonorrhea cases 
failed to respond even to massive 
doses of penicillin. Doctors in Eng- 
land are discovering that failures 
are becoming more and more fre- 
quent. 

Those who have sought the kind 
of kick that promiscuous sex can 
give them are learning that the 
“sure cure” wonder drugs are not 
doing the job expected. 

Too many are learning the awful 
truth flat on their backs in hospital 
beds. 

I N Los Angeles a young driver 
sped through a red light and hit 
an elderly couple in a safety zone. 
The man died; the wife suffered ir- 
reparable brain damage. When ask- 
ed why he was speeding and why 
he hadn’t tried to avoid the couple, 
the young man said, “I was so damn 
mad at my girl friend for dating 
someone else ... I felt I just had 
to take it out on someone.” 

In Plattsburg, New York this year 
two youths killed an auto salesman 
so they could joyride in a white 
convertible he was selling. 

The “thrill” of stealing a car is 
growing among the young. J. Edgar 
Hoover said recently that if some- 
thing isn’t done to prevent teen- 
agers from stealing cars, “some 96,- 
jOOO youths will be arrested for auto 
thefts by 1970.” 

Typical is the youngster in West- 
chester County, New York who was 
clocked by state troopers on Merritt 
Parkway at 85 miles per hour. He 
explained to his parents later, “I 
didn’t want to go that fast, but the 
other guys were with me. They 
wanted to know if I’d ever gone 
over 50. I knew they thought I was 
chicken. They didn’t say so, I could 
just feel it. So I went up to 60, then 
70. They were smiling now. I felt 
admired and exhilarated. Then I hit 
85, and the cops came.” 

All of these off-beat kicks that 
kill are glaringly judicative of the 
tidal wave of wanton self-abuse and 
self-destruction that is our unhappy 
lot in the 19^0’s. 

They are also indicative of how 
too many of us regard our lives. In 
a word: 

Cheaply! END 


THE VERY BEST FEATURES OF TWO WORLDS 

... THE WORLD OF THE WEST: Located In prosper- 
ous Elko County, tbe rancbos have the backdipp of 
the majestic Ruby Mountains. The sparklins Hum- 
boidl River It a short Vb mile away. Every Rancho 
fronts on a road that leads into coast to 

coast U.S. Highway 40. Amidst these spectacular 
surroundings MEADOW VALLEY RANCHO owners can 
relax and enjoy the wonderful life of the Golden 
West. 

... THE WORLD OF CITY CONVENIENCES: The bus- 
tling city of Elko with its modern schools, shops, 
theaters, hospital and airport is only iVt miles 
away. The Experienced, Successful Developers of 
MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS are not offering remote 
land where purchasers have to hope for progress 
and expansion. They offer you the opportunity of 
a life time, a chance to participate in Nevada's 
continuing boom . . . Minutes from the conveniences 
of hospitable Elko, in the midst of current growth 
and progress. MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the 
necessary ingredients to skyrocket in value! 


RECREATION UNLIMITED: 

GOLF: A mere one 
mile from MEADOW 
VALLEY RANCHOS 
Is the Ruby View 
Golf Course. No 
rush for starting 
times on this city 
owned and main- 
tained golf course, 
but golfing 8$ It should be enjoyed. Play a leisurely 
9-18 or 36 holes surrounded by breathtaking scen- 
ery, minutes from your rancho. 

HUNTING: Hunters from all comers of the globe 
come to Elko County to hunt the big game species 
Mule Deer . . . Quail. Chukar, and Partridge are 
found in abundance. 


MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS 
1851 STOCKMEN BLDG. 

ELKO, NEVADA 


FISHING: In jewel like 
lakes, and mountain fed 
bottom streams - you'll 
catch trophy ’ size Gor- 
man Browns, Rainbow 
and Brook Trbut . . large 
mouth fighting Bass. 
RANCHO owners can 
catch their dinner with- 
in easy driving dlstanca 
of the property lines. 

YOUR OWN LAKE . . . You, and your invited guests 
will spend many happy hours boating, fishing and 
picnicking at nearby Lake Osino. There is no 
charge to Rancho owners for full rights to the 
use of this private multi-acre lake and park area. 
PROVEN OPPORTUNITY: Yes, Individuals are taking 
advantage of Nevada opportunity. But the countries 
financial experts, our leading corporations are also 
Investing in their Nevada futures. Industrial giants 
build plants where increasing Land Values and Popu- 
lation demand them. Anacondb Copper has com- 
pleted at $32,000,000 plant. North American Avia- 
tion, Kaiser Steel and Curtis-Wright are building 
plants or have secured large acreage. 

LOW DR NON-EXISTENT TAXES: As a result of Ne- 
vada’s low realistic tax structure, Profits And 
Wages Are Kept: not paid out to the state. NEVADA 
HAS NO STATE INCOME, INHERITANCE, CORPORA- 
TION OR GIFT TAX. The low real property tax is 
definitaly limited by the state constitution. YES, 
NEVADA IS ONE OF OUR LAST FRONTIERS OF TAX 
FREEDOM! 

TOTAL COSTS: The full price of the title to your 
2V> acre Rancho is only SS9S.OO. Complete payment 
schedule Is $1.00 down and $10.00 per month. 
No interest, no carrying charges. Live, Vacation or 
Retire on your land, or simply hold for investment 
security. Wise men like Andrew Carnegie said, 
"More money has been made In Real Estate than in 
all industrial Investments combined." Make MEADOW 
VALLEY RANCHOS’ PROSPEROUS FUTURE — YOUR 
FUTURE. DON'T MISS THE GOlOEN OPPORTUNITY! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS 
1851 stockmen Bldg., Elko, Nevada 

Yes! — Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me — 2Vt acre 
parcel, $595 — payable $1 down, and $10 a month — no Interest no 
carrying charges. Send purchase contract and map showing exact loca- 
tion of my holding. You will return my deposit if I request same within 
30 days. I enclose deposit for each acre rancho desired. 
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ENJOY 

UEDSIDE FIN 


Here's entertainment for open minds and 
ticklish spines. Here's tusty. merry recrea- 
tion for unsqueamish men and women. 
Here's life with apologies to none. Col- 
lected. selected from the best there is, this 
zest/ul Primer is an eye-opener for the in- 
expc^rienced; wisdom for designing; merri- 
ment for all. You'll find it a blueprint fur 
uninhibited living, an ideal bedside 
companion. 
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Personal 


' RequlTM no batterlce or tubaa — no need (or 
electric "plug-ln" eltber — diode ellmtiuitee 
_ Uiem til forever. Slide tuning ; bullt-ln speaker 
^pbone: tttrtotive case. Not a toy, but a 
^ practical radio for local broadcast reception 
y of muBic, eporting events, or your favorite 
I program. Bend $3.96 lor tbie COMPLETE 
READY-TO' LISTEN RADIO and you 
will receive It poetpald. Order youra NOWI 
MAnCO. Dept. 12 ». Box 4241, TOLEDO 9 , OHIO 


MIDNtGHTI 
A vicious brute 
attacks a pretty 
eM. A tcnify- 
ing scene from 
the self teach- 
ing Movie Film . 
TKARATB3' 
Step aside for no man. Let this action packed 
film transform your hands, feet, and elbows 
into master weapons of defense. Dynamic 50 
ft. 9mm Film. $3.00. 




COMBAT FILMS, Dept. i8Si 
631 1 Yucca St., Hollywood 28, Catiforma 



rnrr 10-0AY trial.. Scl«itiflcally preciaion- 
rnCCisround mssnifyin* itlsw* for people who 
need aim^e magnifyins tenues to read amall print or 
define work. Deaisned to relieve eyeatrain and aquint- 
in* for men and women over SO without auigmaliim 
or orter e>e <f<a««e. ATTRACTIVE. LATEST- 
STYLE FRAMES for men and women. 


enre chemical cleanini clothi SEND MO MOklY- 
rKtL just name, oge.aex. Fay postman onlyS2.98 
plus C. O. D. postaye. Or aend J2.98 now and wt'll 

peypoaUse. HOME OPTICAL CO.. Oep«.T31 4G 
4333 North Crawford - Chicago 41. Illinois 


DENVER’S HARLOT QUEENS 

(Continued from page 31) 


way across the room when he saw 
his paramour's white hand dart in- 
to the pocket of her skin-tight skirt 
and flash out again, holding a very 
lethal looking six shooter. 

Cort Thompson froze on the spot. 
“Now Mattie, what the hell you 
want to do that for? What’s that 
going to accomplish except getting 
a rope around your neck. Believe 
me, Mattie, honey. I ain’t worth 
it.” 

“You ignorant little bastard, you 
let me decide whether you’re worth 
it or not,” Mattie shouted. She 
leveled the six shooter at a spot 
between Thompson’s eyes. He suck- 
ed in his breath and his Adam’^s 
apple bobbed wildly with the force 
of his swallowing. 

“Mattie, you know there isn’t 
another woman in Denver I’d look 
at,” Thompson whined. “Why, 
haven’t I always been good to you?” 
The gun wavered for a moment. 
A soft film clouded Mattie Silk’s 
vision. Whatever else he was, Cort 
Thompson was her man. 

“I wouldn’t give a damn if it had 
been another woman,” she whisper- 
ed. Her voice was soft and husky. 
“That I could understand. But a 
pig like Katie Fulton. How could 
you do it with a slob like that?” 
“I was drunk, blind drunk. Mat- 
tie. I didn’t know I was with her 
until I woke up the next morning. 
You know how those things are. 
You’ve got to listen to me Mattie. 
You’ve got to understand.” 

“I’m listening to nothing, you lit- 
tle twerp. I’m telling you. If I ever 
catch you with that trollop again. 
I’m going to make Swiss cheese out 
of you. Now, damn your eyes, I’m 
going to show you what being with 
a real woman is like.” 

As she talked, Mattie Silks pock- 
eted the six shooter. Her fingers 
flew to the buttons of her dress. 
Swiftly she divested herself of the 
garment, letting it and the gun 
clank to the floor. 

Even in his state of shock, Cort 
Thompson felt the pulse pound in 
his head at the sight of his para- 
mour who now stood before him 
clad in her waist-cinching corselet. 
Sweat rah in little rivulets down 
his cheeks as He studied the full 
upthrust of her breasts, the flatness 
of her belly and the flaring soft- 
ness of her ample hips. He tried to 
look her straight in the eye, but 


somehow his gaze fell to the silken 
covered symmetry of her legs. 

“You’re the only woman for me, 
Mattie,” he stammered as the au- 
burn haired beauty stepped into his 
arms. 

Because Cort Thompson was a 
fool, he hadn’t counted his bless- 
ings. He was getting for free what 
every other rake in Denver was 
forced to pay through the nose for 
—the uninhibited ministrations of 
the Queen City’s most important 
and beauteous madame. Yet he had 
fallen prey to the lust of Mattie 
Silk’s arch rival for the title, Em- 
press of the Bagnios. 

When it was over, Mattie clutch- 
ed her errant lover to her naked 
body. “Now you’ve been with a 
woman, isn’t it better than with 
that heifer, Katie Fulton?” 

“I ain’t arguing the point,” 

Thompson muttered just before he 
rolled over on his back and began 
snoring. 

T he feud between Mattie Silks 
and Katie Fulton had been 
threatening to explode into violence 
for months. Before Katie Fulton 

had arrived on the scene, Mattie 

had reigned supreme over the red 

light district of the Queen City. 

Mattie had merchandised a flair 
for the melodramatic into the most 
lucrative operation in Colorado. 
Once, as a young girl, she had seen 
a copy of a Reubens’ portrait of 
Marie De Medici. The experience 
was to have a profound impact on 
her outlook. 

Immediately after, Mattie had 
designed herself a replica of the 
costume which had adorned the 
Italian beauty. It consisted of a long 
velvet cloak and train which was 
worn over a skin tight bodice with 
turned up collar. 

Mattie had added two special 
additions of her own. Her garment 
contained two very ample pockets. 
One she used to contain the gold 
pieces her customers paid for her 
services. Like many westerners, 
Mattie held all paper money sus- 
pect. The other pocket became the 
home of her ever present six shoot- 
er. 

When her house in the Denver 
tenderloin was filled, she would 
march among her guests, remove 
the six shooter from its housing, 
twirl it gracefully around her trig- 
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ger finger and announce to one and 
all, “This little girl can shoot the 
eye of a rattler at 500 paces.” 
Mattie had been blissfully happy 
as an acknowledged leader of the 
Denver half-world. When she met 
Cort Thompson, her cup might have 
been said to run over. Seeing the 
way Mattie hung over Thompson’s 
spot at the poker table, most of the 
steady trade recognized that she 
had gone off the deep end. The im- 
possible had happened. Mattie 
Silks, the De Medici of the Tender- 
loin, had fallen for a customer. 

Mattie’s faithful bartender Gus 
Jones saw what was happening and 
became worried. “Mattie, I tell you 
that little runt’s poison,” he warn- 
ed her. “The guy’s a shill and a 
card sharp. What makes you think 
he’ll play honest with you?” 
Mattie patted Gus on the cheek 
and the bartender hung his head in 
embarrassment. “Gus, honey,” she 
whispered, “there’s some things a 
woman knows about a man that 
nobody else can see. Stacking a 
deck is one thing, but playing me 
dirt, not Cort Thompson. You just 
don’t know Cort like I know him.” 
For several weeks, Mattie lived 
in her innocent paradise. Thomp- 
son spent up to eighteen hours a 
day on her premises. At least five 
of those hours were whiled away in 
Mattie’s private bed chamber. She 
let the other customers know that 
she was taking time out from her 
regular trade. 

T hen a cloud drifted over the 
horizon. Mattie looked around 
her main parlor one Saturday night 
and saw that it was only half- 
filled. Always an astute business 
woman, she sauntered over to the 
bar where Gus in his striped shirt 
and derby busied himself selling 
shots of whiskey. 

“What’s up, Gus? The boys all 
staying home with their wives to- 
night?” she asked. 

Gus swiped at the bar with a 
dirty rag. There was a look of hurt 
and dread on his face. 

“Come on, Gus, you never held 
out on me before. You know some- 
thing that I don’t. What is it?” 
“Well, Mattie, you’re gonna find 
out sooner or later. It might as well 
be from me. There’s a new estab- 
lishment in town. Some trollop by 
the name of Katie Fulton opened 
up out in the Olympic Gardens 
area. She says she’s going to drive 
you into th^ Platte inside of six 
months.” 

Mattie threw back her head and 
laughed, allowing Gus a magnifi- 
cent view of her slender throat and 
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over-filled bodice. “And just how 
does she intend doing that?” 

“From what I hear she’s real 
young and pretty,” Gus replied. 

Mattie tweaked her bartender’s 
ear. “Younger and prettier than 
me?” she demanded, 

“I ain’t saying that, Mattie. I 
haven’t even seen her. But from 
what I hear tell she’s one of them 
honey blondes. And what’s more 
important, she ain’t charging the 
boys. She says she’s giving away 
free samples so that they can see 
how much better her place is than 
yours.” 

“Why that no-good slut!” Mattie 
bellowed at the top of her lungs. 
“She won’t get away with that.” 

However by the following rriorn- 
ing, Mattie had calmed down con- 
siderably. Denver was growing* by 
leaps and bounds. The Queen City 
could certainly support two top 
flight bordellos. She’d ride out and 
see this Katie Fulton and work 
some sort of arrangement to share 
the wealth. 

But Mattie’s splurge of reason- 
ableness fell on stone deaf ears. 
Katie Fulton measured her adver- 
sary in the front parlor of the 
spanking new Olympic Gardens 
bordello. 

Finally she said, “Mattie Silks. 
The great Mattie Silks. Why you’re 
an old crow. Look at the wrinkles 
around your eyes. Hell, in two 
years you’ll have to grubstake a 
man to sleep with you. Hear this 
and hear it well. I’m going to take 
j-our trade, your house and the mis- 
erable little bastard of a card sharp 
you call your lover. I’m going to 
make you the laughing stock of 
Denver. This town just isn’t big 
enough for the two of us. And sis- 
ter, I like the climate here.” 

Mattie’s first impulse was to pull 
her six shooter and blast a tunnel 
right through Katie Fulton’s lovely 
face. But she thought better of it. 
Why become enraged at a nobody— 
a half dollar hustler who had to 
give it away to develop a follow- 
ing. 

Imperiously Mattie spun on her 
high heels and strode out of her 
competitor’s emporium. As she 
stood in the doorway, she looked 
over her shoulder at Katie. “My 
grandmother was in her coffin five 
days, and she looked more alive 
than you,” Mattie smiled as she 
strode into the daylight. 

No matter how Mattie Silks tried 
to forget Katie Fulton, the blonde 
newcomer wouldn’t allow her. She 
devised new methods to cut into 
Mattie’s trade. She devised cruel 
jokes to describe her older adver- 


sary. Katie Fulton’s tongue never 
rested in her all out war to drive 
"Mattie out of Denver. 

Then Katie pulled the piece de 
resistance by sending for Cort 
Thompson, getting him blind drunk 
in a saloon and announcing to one 
and all as she dragged the tout out 
of the establishment, “Now, I’m go- 
ing to show this runt what it’s all 
about with a real woman. I think 
it’s time he learned, don’t you?” 

N OW, as Cort Thompson snored 
contentedly in Mattie’s over- 
sized double bed, she sat watching 
her paramour. A sense of impend- 
ing dread chilled her naked body. 
Supposing Katie Fulton learned 
that Mattie had found it necessary 
to pull her six shooter to influence 
Thompson back into her own bed. 
She could see the word going out 
and the wise remarks of the drift- 
ers. 

But even worse, supposing Cort 
Thompson decided to defect to her 
arch enemy again. Mattie knew for 
sure now what she would not ad- 
mit to Gus Jones. Her lover was a 
yellow coyote who would feast on 
any carrion to satisfy his hunger. 

The Queen of the Denver mad- 
ames decided at that moment not 
to let Cort Thompson out of her 
sight again. 

However the decision was not 
easy to implement. Running a bor- 
dello held certain responsibilities 
and Mattie found that Thompson 
was shrewd enough to move in and 
out of her house whenever he 
pleased. 

On a Saturday night six weeks 
later, she spotted Thompson sliding 
slyly through the back door. Mattie 
disengaged herself from a prospect- 
or who’d hit a small vein up in the 
Rockies, and moved out into the 
night. She kept a discreet distance 
behind her man, following him 
right to the door of Katie Fulton’s 
house. • 

With growing rage she watched 
Katie greet the card sharp and ush- 
er him into the house. Moments 
later, she viewed a lamp coming 
alive in a second floor window. Al- 
though the shade was drawn, Mat- 
tie^had no difficulty recognizing the 
silliouettes of her lover and her 
tormentor as they shed their 
clothes. 

She drew the six shooter from 
her pocket and stormed Katie Ful- 
ton’s bastion of sin. Before Katie’s 
startled trollops or stunned guests 
could stop Mattie, she had mount- 
ed the steps and kicked in Katie’s 
door. 

Hunched up in the large bed, his 
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>4‘iriirlioii. tin- aroii.'ing of ami 

tin- <Ti-atMin of M-iisiial pli-asim-. It 
prr<-«-nts an intimate picture of tlie 
nrhane Indian civilization . . . wliere 
living was an art and pleasure, a sacred 
ritual. 

Translated into English l>y Sir RiclianI 
Hnrton, Unexpurgated and 'oflinmnd. 
•\ must for every rollertor and con- 
noisseur. Published at $4.95. Only $2.99 


Bt7.THE MARQUIS OE SADE. Bv C. R. Dawes. Selec- 
tions from dramatic works. Aline at Valeour. La 
Philosophie dans la Boudoir, Justina, i 


jsopr..- , 

haura die la Vartu, Julian^ ou las PresMrHas lu Vica, 
Las Cnmes da I'Amour, Zoloa at las Daux Acoyitas, 
Las 120 Joumaee, ate. Originally published in 
Europe. Softbound. Pub. at $3.00. $1.95 

812. FORBIDDEN SEXUAL BEHAVIOR AND MURALITY: 

An Objective Re-exaninetien ef Perverse Sex Prac- 
tices in Different Cultures. By R. E. L. MdsterL 
Thoroughly discusses the facts and legends of human- 
animal sex contacts, homosexual acts fmaie and 
female], among others. "Nowhere In the scientific 
or semi-scientIfic literature Is anything found that 
can In completeness and objectivity be compared to 
the Master's book. It may well be the Bible of 'all 
future studies of this subject. "-Dr. Harry Benjamin. 
M.D. Biblio.. index. 431 pages. Only. $9.M 

B13. OiCTIONARY OF APHR00ISIAC$, by Harry E. 
Wedeck. A literary and historical survey of aphro- * 
disiacs, their objectives, techniques and effective- 
ness, ranging all over the world and from antiquity 
to the present. ^ 

Pub. at $10.00 Only $5.95 

BI4. VIRCmiTY-PRE-NUPTIAl RITES AND RITUAU. 

By Ottokar Nemecek. Here is the history of mankind's 
attitudes, customs, and practices regarding Virginity , 
in alt primitive societies-Indian, African, European, 
etc. Ulus, with many photographs. 

Pub. at $4.75 Sate $1..9t 


B15. HUMOR PACKAGE. 

Jutt what tha doctor ordered. WHAT'S NtfOf. 
by Fred Gwynne and Pefer Botch, pwbJiibod of 
SI.SO and JAIL KEYS MADE HERE by tee Eohin' 
and PofrJek Denm't, pub/itfied of $1.50. A $3.00 
yaha. Both for $1.9S 


choanalyst, informal laymen. 

BB. EROS ANB EVIL. TM Sexual Psyclie|iathele|y »l 
WItelwratt. By R. E. L. Masters. The first systematic 
modern study of the sexual behavior of witches! and 
witch hunters!), showing how sexual intercourse of 
humans with devils was the central theme of witch- 
craft. "A significant contribution to psychological 
literature." Blbliog., index. 352 pp. Only $i.$B 


BIO. OICTIONARY OF EROTIC LITERATURE. Ed. by H. 

C Wedeck A huge, classical volume tracing the erotic 
theme throughout literary history from earlier civil- 
ization to the present. Includes all variations of the 
amatory motif, normal and perverted, human and 
bestial, ranging from ancient Greece to China and 
India, from France to Arabia and Africa. Illustrations 
and bibliography. 

Pub. at $10.00 Sale $5.95 

B11. LOVERS. MATES. AND STRANGE BEDFELLOWS. 616. PSYCHOANALYSIS OF THE PROSTITUTE, by Maryse 
Old-World Folktales. Edited by J. R. Foster. 40 won- choisy. A careful analysis of the biographies and case 
derful folk tales from Ireland, Armenia, Greece, histories of call girls, street walkers and their ctlen- 
Turkey, Russia, France. Germany, etc., full of ancient tele, and an examination of the deep causes of 
lore and superstition. Pub. at $3.50. $1.49 prostitution. Pub. at $4.75 Oaly $2.91 



j BELLAN CO., Dept. dmg.. 1 1 40 Broadway, N. Y. 1 , N. Y. 

I Enclosed Please Find Q Check [] Cash O Mogey Order 


PLEASE SEND ME THE BOOKS CIRCLED BELOW, I am over 2 1 : 

81. 83. 83. 84. 85. 88. 87. 81. 88. 810. 811. 812. 813. 814. 815. 816. 817. 


j 'IMPORTANT: Add 25c to cover mailing. 

I NAME 


ADDRESS., 
i CITY & STATE.. 


r~l Also send me a list of new available books. (Canadian and Foreign Orders Add $1. 
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OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR YOU 

For ad rates, write PCD 
549 W. Washington 
Chicago 6 


CtAS63 

BUSINESS ft MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 
aSs£MBLE ARTIFICIAL LUR£$ at hbine for stores. Mate- 
rials sullied Free. Profitable! Write: Lures, Fort Walton 

Beach, 18, _florida. 

MAKE KSSO week, cilppirtg newspaper Items For publishers^ 
Some etippirxjs worth )5 each. Particulars Free. National, 

81, Knickerbocker Station, New_ York City. 

fiOO WEEKL'rPOSSIBCETCompIte mailing lists and prepare 
envelopes for advertieera. Home — spare time. Particulars 
fre e. Natio nal Servip^Sl, Knickerbocker Station, N.Y. City. 
BEQINNERS oil photos At Home. Hollywood En- 

terprlses, 1023 N. Hyperion, Lo s Angeles 29, Calif. 

O F INTEREST TO WOMEN ' ' ~ 

EARN MOREY At home, sewing aprons for mercharrts. We 
euppW materials! Write; Jiffy Aprons. Fort Walton Beach 

24, Flo rida. 

suits $4.9S; trousers $1 .^. 


MUSIC * MUSICAL INSTRIWEmS 

NEW PHOROQRAPH' RECORDS fifteen different Sl.OO 
F*oetpaid. Leary, 223 Ea s t Hennepin, Minneapolia 14 . Minn. 
EoNqpoEmB AND SdRSS wanted! Mall to; Tin Fan 
Alley. Inc., 1^ ^dic Station. New York 19. N.Y. 
JOIN THE~^0CIET\ Amateur Composers. Songwriters, 

Box 3113, Atlanta 2, Georgia. 

PERSONAL ft MISCELLANE OUS 

iNtER£stlN<3, UNUSUAL PUBLICATIONS! Details, 25c; 

Witson, Box 1^1, Sar^ Monica, CaliL 

STdP’STAMMERINO^STOTTERING. IDr. Young.) Write; 

Qaucho, Box 9309-C, Chicago 90, 

AGENTS ft HELP WANTED 

MRN EXTRA MONEY Selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free Sample kit Furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. KB-83, Chicago 

32, minoie. 

HYPNOTISM 

HYPNOTISM REVEALtDTFREE Ca!i. 

8721»8u n eet, H ollywood 69X, CallfornlL, 

PERSONA^_ 

COM^iCS^FoR men 3Mx 4' sizes. Illustrated comic 
characters. Unlaue— 20 assorted $1.00. Thornton, Box 7762, 
ChiesQO 80, Illinois. 


MAN & WIFE TEAM 


If you hove a camera, you can earn the 
kind of money you have alwoys dreamed 
of. Complete Literature $1.00. 


ARTEK, Dept. 1851 
862 NO. FAIRFAX, * 


HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 



THOSE 
WHO ARE ^ 
WITH IT! 


r Company offers a complete I 
selection of hard to obtain, REAL PARTY RECORDS. 
Records that are not available in the average 
store. Send today for ILLUSTRATED PICTORIAL ' 

, CATALOBUE and details of FREE RECORD OFFER. 
Enclose 25c for handling. 

P. R. C. Studio 1851 
6311 YUCCA ST. 

Hollywood 28, California 


FASTI 

HOW TO GET 
BIG MUSCLES 

- FAST . 

A superb physique can be 
yours in just 7 WEEKS. 

Bere at last are revealed the 
ccunbined secrets of all the 
methods used today by top 
instructors and authorities on 
physical culture. No need to 
spend hundreds of dollars in 
gyms, or for “quick-method” 
quacks. THIS IS IT! The 
sure positive road to FAST results. Write 
today for information. Enclose 10<l to cover 
postage and handling. 

SINKRAM BODYBUILDERS 

Dept. BB-5 Box 11. 

Canarsie Station, Brooklyn 36, N. Y. 



eyes wide and staring, Cort Thomp- 
.son looked anything but appealing. 
For a fleeting moment. Mattie won- 
dered why she had even bothered 
about the man in the first place. 

Still it was no longer a question 
of a fight over a man alone. Mattie 
knew her very survival in Denver 
was at stake. Unceremoniously, she 
strode to the canopied bed and 
grabbed a handful of Katie’s blonde 
tresses. One quick yank and Katie 
landed jaybird naked on the floor. 
She looked up at the muzzle of 
Mattie’s gun which never wavered 
away from Katie’s ample breast. 

Crowding in behind Mattie, 
Katie’s girls stood thunderstruck. 
At any instant they expected to see 
their madame dispatched. 

However Mattie’s love for the 
theatrical did not desert her. Now 
that she was playing to an audience, 
she felt a surge of power. 

“You said you’re going to do me 
and my establishment in,’’ Mattie 
snarled as she pointed the six shoot- 
er at Katie’s head. “You’ve been 
mouthing it around as to how you- 
’re so much more of a woman than 
me. Now I’m going to give you a 
chance to prove it. We’re going to 
fight a duel— just you and me— right 
here in the Olympic Gardens. I’m 
setting the time for six o’clock in 
the morning and you better be 
there. Because from now until Mon- 
day morning, I’m going to spend 
all my time telling everybody I see 
about the duel. And if you don’t 
show up, you’d better not try to 
show your face around these parts 
again.” 

Within thirty-six hours Denver 
had been turned into an uproar. 
Hours before the scheduled event 
everybody was there— the shills and 
shell men, the monte throwers, con 
artists, sports promoters and pimps 
—some records say as many as five 
thousand people invaded the Olym- 
pic Gardens. 

T he crowd shouted and cheered 
and made all sorts of side bets. 
At one point Mattie was eight to 
five not to show up at all. Those 
who had watched her prowess at 
spinning a six shooter on her trig- 
ger finger covered the bets and 
went around scurrying for more. 

A mighty swelling roar an- 
nounced the arrival of Katie Ful- 
ton’s carriage. Some three minutes 
later, Mattie drove onto the duel- 
ing grounds, her surry drawn by 
two jet black horses wearing 
mourning plumes on their heads. 

For once, Mattie had doffed her 
De Medici outfit in favor of the 
scantiest of costumes. 


Mattie announced to one and all 
that she had no intention of having 
her ability to fire cut down in the 
interests of modesty. 

Not to be outdone, Katie scream- 
ed that no trollop was going to take 
advantage of her. She tore three 
buttons in her anxiety to denude 
herself. 

Some of the witnesses who were 
at the Olympic Gardens that morn- 
ing claim that Katie almost fainted 
and had to be led to the umpire. 

Others report that Mattie’s knees 
were knocking so badly out of 
fright that she could scarcely walk. 

Descriptions of the preparations 
for the duel seem to vary and are 
probably based on what witnesses 
had wagered on which contestant. 

One thing is not subject to inter- 
pretation. The two harlots march- 
ed off the assigned thirty paces, 
each holding a six shooter gingerly 
in her hand. 

Both women whirled at exactly 
the same instant. Two explosions 
ripped through the air. A cloud of 
gunsmoke obscured the scene. 

The crowd which had come for 
sport was suddenly frozen in its 
tracks by a blood curdling scream 
of mortal agony. However it had 
not come from either of the duel’s 
participants who now stood sway- 
ing drunkenly in the dawn’s early 
light. 

Like zombies, a section of spec- 
tators parted and Cort Thompson 
tumbled to the ground, a .45 slug 
from Mattie’s gun lodged directly 
behind his ear. 

The following day all hell broke 
loose. An investigation was de- 
manded by Denver’s more righteous 
citizens. Arguments raged hot in 
every saloon in town. 

Some shouted that Mattie was 
the world’s lousiest shot. “Can you 
imagine aiming at Katie Fulton and 
hitting a man standing fifty yards 
away?” they yelled. 

Others considered her more dead- 
ly than Calamity Jane. “Can you 
imagine being able to pick Cort 
Thompson out of that entire crowd 
to Jay, him low. Mister, I tell you 
that’s shooting. That’s all Mattie 
wanted the duel for in the first 
place— to lay that little varmint low 
all nice and legal like.” 

The argument wasn’t settled that 
day or the next, or for that mat- 
ter ever. Until today you’ll get 
those who argue that Mattie Silks 
was the worst shot in the world. 
Others will be equally vehement in 
calling her the best. 

Only one person ever knew. And 
Mattie never did talk. 

END 
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PROSTITUTE 

(Continued from page 37) 


Americains. They have been scared 
by their mothers and brainwashed 
by their television commercials. I 
don’t object to this fetish. It merely 
seems overdone. 

I remember one time when I 
traveled on the night train to 
Cannes. The compartments were 
quite crowded, so I gave the con- 
ductor a tip to place me in some- 
body else’s compartment. 

My pauvre traveling mates turn- 
ed out to be Americans. And I have 
never seen a sight like them in my 
life. The husband had full pajamas 
on. But that wasn’t all. He also wore 
socks, gloves and a hat. His wife 
huddled on her berth completely 
dressed. They complained bitterly 
because the sheets hadn’t been spe- 
cially changed for them. 

I’ll never forget their startled ex- 
pressions when I slid out of my silk 
blouse and tweed skirt. Believe me 
the panties and bra I wore revealed 
no more than the bikinis girls fa- 
vor at the Mediterranean resorts. 

I smiled at the couple, whispered, 
“Bon soir. mes amis,” and lifted my- 
self into the vacant berth. I fell 
asleep as they shouted with the con- 
ductor that they had paid for ex- 
clusive use of the compartment and 
weren’t used to having naked wom- 
en share their quarters. 

You see, for all of his loose talk, 
the American is really quite prud- 
ish. I imagine that even some of 
my English friends would have been 
more understanding of the crowded 
conditions on the train. 

This prudishness among Ameri- 
cans makes it difficult for a poule 
to do her best. How can you prop- 
erly make love to a man when he 
is ashamed of being with you? 

And Americans are very much 
ashamed of themselves when they 
finally get into a private situation 
with a woman. Even in the matter 
of clothing and lighting, they set up 
all kinds of barriers. 

The average American customer 
will be quite shocked if you disrobe 
before him. He will blush and per- 
spire if he has to take off his cloth- 
ing. in front of you. 

He will insist on no lighting in 
the room. A few will allow a dim 
night light. 

Now I say {his is silly. After all, 
there is nothing indecent about 
nudity. The human body is a won- 
derful and beautiful thing. It should 
be admired. 


■R I’ll "give you the keys 
9 fo this brand new tar. . 

Iff just 30 short days from now! 



Just 4 orders daily for my super comfort shoes will make 
the down payment for you... and you can easily pay the 
balance with the profits I’ll show you how to make! 


At last . . . even in your spare time . . . you can 
start a business that makes money fast. ..so fast 
it can put you in a !9e3 car of your choice in one 
short month ! At our expense we’il set you up in 
a profitable Mason “Shoe Store” business. You 
need no experience, never invest a dime! Run 
thi8“Store” from home. ShowMason Shoe styles 
to friends, relatives, fellow workers . . . and take 
their orders. Andthoeeorders come easy! You’ll 
offer over 230 styles for men, women . . . featur- 
ing foamy soft alr-cushlon innersoles.. .every 
shoe so comfortable they almost sell themselves 
for dress, work, sport wear. You draw on our 
stock of over 300,000 pairs in sizes 2'/a to 16, 
widths AAAA to EEEE, so you can fit every- 
one . . . and everyone is your prospect because 
everyone needs shoes ! Rush coupon for your 
complete Business Outfit FREE! Includes dem- 

MASON SHOE MANUEACTURING CO. 

Dept. F-52 fChippewa Fall^Wieconsin 


onstrators, goodwill gifts, measuring equip- 
ment, full imtructions . . . everything you need 
to start making big money your first hour! Stop 
dreaming about that new car. Own it! Just 4 
easy orders a day will easily give you enough ' 
profit in one month to make the down payment 
—and your profits should soon pay for the car! 

Victor Mason, Dept. F-52. 1. 

I Moson Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewo Foils, Wise. 

. 5^nrl mv PRRK Oi^tfit today! 1 wODt t. 

m and earn up to (480 

, .ji cans! ' • • ■ ’ 

w 1963 car soon! 

Name 

Address . 
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KE MONEY $ 

BEAUTIFUL GIRLS! 

YOU CAN MAKE AN EXTRA $100.00 FOR SAYING HELLO 
TO PREHY GIRLS. MAKE NEW FRIENDS, THE KIND YOU 
ALWAYS WANTED. 

IF YOU HAVE AN EYE FOR BEAUTY AND ARE WILLING 
TO LEARN OUR PROVEN METHOD OF THE PROPER AP- 
PROACH, WE CAN START YOU IMMEDIATELY. 

NO AGE OR EDUCATION BARRIERS. FULL OR PART TIME. 
CHOOSE YOUR OWN AREA AND HOURS. 

We need scouts for one of America's newest Airline 
Recruiting Programs. We need hundreds of girls NOWI 
You con recruit for us onywhere there ore beautiful girls, 
on the beoch, at dances, at work, anywhere. 

Not only will you make money but girts will actually thank 
you for recommending them for this wonderful opportunity 
to train for AIRLINE HOSTESSES. 

We wilt teach you how to pick the RIGHT GIRLS and obtain 
their names and addresses anytime or piece you see o 
beauty. Absolutely NO SELLING. 

We hove been offering trainees to over 29 scheduled oir- 
lines for years and need odditionol scouts NOW to meet 
the ever increasing demands for the most beautiful girls in 
the world, AIRLINE GIRLS. 

To get started you will need personol Airline Scout Creden- 
tials, instructions on the proper opprooch method, referroi 
cords for girls you select and of course, details on earnings. 
WRITE IMMEDIATELY. Send $2.00 to cover cost of creden- 
tials and approach method. 

WE GUARANTEE THAT YOU MUST BE 100% SATISFIED WITH THE 
MONEY AND NEW FRIENDS YOU MAKE, OR RETURN IN SEVEN DAYS 
AND RECEIVE FULL REFUND. 


iSEND 10: 

J AIRLINES DEPT. 16 
1 1 N. Harrison St. * 

|E. Orange, New Jersey 

■ Please rush credentials. 
■Enclosed is S2.00. 


MAIL NO-RISK TRIAL COUPON NOW! 


Name ... 
Address 
City 


Check 

promise to use credentials properly Q 
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How People 50 to 
80 May Apply For 
Life Insurance 

If you’re between 50 and 80, 
Old American now invites you to 
apply for its Golden Eagle S2000 
life insurance policy. Once the 
policy is issued, you may con- 
tinue to enjoy this old line legal 
reserve protection the rest of 
your life. Handle entirely by 
mail— no one will call! 

We’ll tell you how to apply to 
put this policy into effect at a 
special introductory rate for the 
first month. Just tear out this 
ad and mail it today with your 
name, address and year of birth 
to Old American Insurance Co., 
4900 Oak, Dept. T92 sm , Kansas 
City 12, Missouri. 


SEHSATIONAL VIEWER jo full -- 

- COLOR PHOTOS OF B£AOTIF0L,'T«.BNTBD* 
MODELS. OlFFERENT OlRL IN EACH EXCITINS, 

, REVeALINO FOSE. VIEWER COMPLETE WITH 
20 FHOTO5,SINTFREPAI0 FOR ♦! IN PLAIN 
SEALED WRAPPER. WO C.O.D.%. 

NATIONAL,. D«pt. V-12, Box 4241, TOLEDO 9, OHIO 



... to be developed into 

. NEW SONGS 

_ TEO no RITO, famous Band Leader ano 
. ASCAP CwnpexnF ef Hit Songs-immortalized by 
^ Tonjr Bennett Pearl Bally, Pecgy Lee, Frank 
Sinatra —offers you this rare opportunity. 

I ' Send Poems for FREE examination to: 

TED no RITO MUSIC PRODUCTIONS, 
LB311 Yucca St., Dept, tssi Hsllywood 2B, Calif.' 


T'S usr TO BOAROW 
FROM OS - BY MAIL! 


Borrow $100 lo $600 without collalerol or 
co-aigners. Confidenlial- R«poy in small 
monthly amounts. Tell us how much you 
need now. 

SEND THIS TODAY 

Send Ml Application for Kadonal Loans By Mail. 


$$$$$$$$$$$$$$■ 



Intimately Yours I 
Exclusively Yours! 

"FRENCH" 
CATALOG 

For those who hove been 
searching for fine quality in 
exciting, daring lingerie, we 
proudly offer our splendid 
selection of luxurious boudoir 
gowns, startling bikinis, friv- 
olous ensembles, ond scores of 
other romantic feminine ere- 
otlons . . . Our own ORIGINAL 
mosterpieces and meticulous 
copies of authentic FrerKh de- 
signs. This cotolog is offered 
to you at no charge, other 
than 25c to cover postage and 
handling. 

Send TODAY for Your Copy! 


Famous 
DEPT. 1044-A 
510 MADISON AVENEW YORK 22, N.Y. 


And for lighting, what difference 
does it make whether the lights are 
on or off? Does it change the rela- 
.tionship of the two people? 

Certainly not. It is simply the 
American need to carry out the ba- 
sic functions of life in secret. 

Then there is the matter of speed. 
A girl I know who may be seen 
nightly on Champs Elysee says it 
has to do with motor cars and jet 
airplanes. 

“Americans are crazy for speed. 
Even in their love-making they 
must hurry, hurry, hurry,” she gig- 
gles. 

All I can say is I feel very sorry 
for their wives. Take my friend, 
Monsieur Boulevardier or Signor 
Amore. These are men who will 
pace the extent of their advances. 
They understand a woman’s need 
for fulfillment and they cater to it. 
Ye§, even when the woman is a 
poule, they are able to arouse her. 

That’s another point where the 
American is far beyond his Euro- 
pean brothers. He does not expect 
a woman to enjoy sex. If she acts 
as if she does, he thinks she is pre- 
tending or that there is something 
very wrong with her. 

The American is the only nation- 
al who feels this way. All other men 
realize that the act of love-making 
is a basic one. To them women have 
no place on a pedestal. They would 
never consider the relationship be- 
tween man and woman as a one- 
sided enterprise. 

S TRANGEST of all is the Ameri- 
can’s attitude towards a conti- 
nental woman. Because she speaks 
a different tongue from his, he con- 
siders her a creature from another 
planet. 

If I had a sou for every man who’s 
told me, “You French are different. 
You are wild and abandoned. You 
are even depraved,” I would indeed 
be rich. 

If we are “depraved” it is beacuse 
we believe that life is for enjoy- 
ment. We get our thrills from things 
other than stocks and bonds and 
sports. 

That brings up another point. 
Why do you Americans insist that 
a man be muscle bound to prove his 
virility. You look at the slightly 
built Italian or the wiry Frenchman 
as a weakling. 

Believe me, mon brave, you could 
learn ijnuch from these weaklings. 
A chest that looks like a laundress’ 
washboard and biceps that ripple in 
the sun are not the ultimate attri- 
butes of a man. Besides, you tire 
yourselves out to such a great de- 
gree by your physical fitness pro- 


grams that you cannot bring the 
full measure of virility to your love- 
making. 

I’ll never forget a young man 
from Texas I met last summer. He 
had been a college athlete. To look 
at him, you would have thought he 
was Apollo. Do you know that I felt 
sorry for him, I didn’t take any 
money? 

You see, I’d seen the haunted look 
in his eyes. I’d watched his face 
grow red with embarrassment at 
his own clumsiness. He was a sweet 
fils, but unhomme, never. 

I mention him because he is so 


typical of the Americans I meet. 
Whether they are twenty or sixty 
makes little difference. They pride 
themselves on their cleanliness, 
their fine white teeth, their muscles 
and their money. They have to. 
They have nothing else to offer. 

But they are so inhibited, so 
crude, so guilty they make a girl 
. nervous. 

For example, being undressed by 
a man should be an act of artistry. 
We French poules often call our- 
selves, “the unbuttoned.” The love 
wise Frenchman understands this 
prelude to love. He takes great pains 
to be graceful. 

The American has no sense of 
gallantry. He will rip and tear. In 
the end une femme winds up look- 
ing and feeling like a Montmartre 
flower girl. 

But c’est la vie. My American 
friend will pay a fantastic price for 
my services and the price of French 
lingerie is not that high. When it is 
all over, I crumple the crisp dollar 
bills into a small safe I keep in my 
apartment. I know that they will 
purchase beaucoup francs. 

And after all, I am primarily a 
girl in business. I agree with the 
American saying that the customer 
is always right. 

I give my American customers 
what they think is good for them. 
However I often wonder if they 
know what their prudishness and 
clumsiness is costing them in lost 
opportunities for ecstacy. 

I am afraid if I were to treat Mis- 
ter Etats Unis as I do Monsieur 
Boulevardier, or make love with 
hirii in the way I entertain Signor 
Amore, the poor American weakling 
would never survive. ENl 


with your dollars! f 


i 



GIVI HOPE 
HELP FIGHT 


70 



SEX HABITS 

(Continued from page 35) 


rushed forth. He desired sexual ex- 
perimentation, different positions 
and techniques. When Ellen protest- 
ed, he viewed this either as a re- 
jection of himself or that she was 
teasing him. One thing led to an- 
other, his passion intensified as he 
was being held off by Ellen, and 
when he could contain himself no 
longer, he struck her. 

Fortunately, both Ellen and Mac. 
still loved each other and wanted 
to save their relationship. I tried 
to explain the feelings of each to 
the other. To Ellen I emphasized 
that Mac’s desires were normal and 
that she should appreciate the con- 
siderable self-control he had exert- 
ed toward her during their court- 
ship, out of consideration for her, 
as well as part of a practical ap- 
proach to winning her. 

I stressed to Mac the importance 
of being gradual in his introduction 
of new sexual behavior. “You’re 
going to be married for a long 
time,” I told him. “If you were able 
to control yourself before marriage, 


you should be able to keep a rein 
on yourself now . . . The fact that 
Ellen welcomes your love-making 
should encourage you and help you 
realize that given time and under- 
standing, she can be encouraged, 
eventually to appreciate the variety 
you are trying to put in your rela- 
tionship.” 

I am hopeful that this couple will 
be able to work their problem out. 
The reason I cited their case was 
to underline how dangerous to a re- 
lationship can be the male’s over- 
eagerness to have “exotic” sex play. 

There are cases that reflect the 
opposite extreme. Henry, for in- 
stance, was so determined that he 
would not upset his wife, who he 
suspected was rather prudish, he 
seldom approached her. to make 
love. As it turned out, his wife was- 
n’t the prude her “cool” behavior 
on dates had indicated, and she ac- 
tually looked forward to making 
love. So Henry’s apparent aloofness 
was disturbing to her. She thought 
it meant he didn’t love her. and be- 
cause, in her case, divorce was out 
of the question, she was about to 
settle down to what she guessed 
would be a passionless marriage. 
Then, she became enamoured of an 
acquaintance of her husband, and, 
surprising as it may seem, this was 
a boon to her marriage. For, before 


that relationship became adulter- 
ous, she sought professional coun- 
seling. When the basic problem was 
discovered and revealed to Henry, 
he set about rectifying his marital 
obligations, and their relationship 
was saved. 

The point made by the two cases 
cited above is that moderation is a 
good path to follow in sex relations. 
A man should be neither overly 
demanding nor reluctant, if he 
wants to have a successful sex re- 
lationship. 

With some men, it’s not their bed- 
room habits that prove to be their 
sexual downfall, but their habits in 
public. 

Jim, for example, never realized 
how distrbing it was for his girl 
when he made a public spectacle 
of their romance— kissing her on the 
neck, nibbling on her ear, and, once, 
in jest, fondling her. 

Girls like their boy friends to be 
demonstrative of their affection,* but 
most believe firmly in 4he adage 
that there is a time and place for 
everything. 

Some, of course, have reason, for 
an opposite complaint— that while 
the boy friend may be a regular 
Romeo at home, he acts as if the 
girl didn’t exist when they’re out 
together. • 

Once again, the happy medium is 
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the best avenue for cordial relation- 
ships. Don’t put your romance in 
a showcase with embarrassing pub- 
lic displays of affection, but, on the 
other hand, don’t be so reluctant to 
express your feelings in public that 
your girl thinks you don’t much 
care about her. 

S OME men may have the situation 
under control both at home and 
in public, but aren’t satisfied. Males 
of this type have to prove their 
abilities by seeking sexual pleasure 
outside the home, with someone 
other than their “one and only.” 
Tommy said, “I just don’t enjoy 
sex relations at home enough to 
make me stop running around. 
When I can meet someone new and 
have relations with her, it tempo- 
rarily gives me the feeling that I’m 
worth something.” 

One difficulty with this sort of 
attitude, however, is that the man 
never is satisfied. One outside affair 
doesn’t convince him of his virility, 
so he goes on to another and anoth- 
er. Sometimes, for some deep-seated 
psychological feeling of guilt and 
desire for punishment, the philan- 
derer hopes his wife will find out. 
Often, whether he hopes so or not, 
she does discover his infidelity, and, 
even when she “forgives” him, their 
relationship can never again be 
what it once was. 

But whether a rover’s wife finds 
out or not, it is still a self-destruc- 
tive activity he has undertaken. 
For each “conquest” is, in reality, 
an admission of failure. Because sat- 
isfying sex relations require consid- 
erable practice for two people to 
adjust to one another’s needs, it is 
self-evident that hit-and-run af- 
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fairs, while they may provide mo- 
mentary “kicks,” can’t give the 
fulfillment that comes from a long- 
term relationship between two peo- 
ple who love each other and are 
willing to work to improve the way 
they express their love. 

A related habit that can ruin a 
man’s life is that of the man who 
remains faithful to his mate, but 
attempts to prove his virility by an 
excessive sexual frequency with 
that mate. 

Obviously, there is no magic num- 
ber for frequency of intercourse. 
The optimum is what gives both 
partners maximum fulfillment. 
Where sexual appetite varies con- 
siderably between partners— as it did 
between Lila and Jack— there can 
be a severe problem unless both 
are willing to yield a little. 

Jack wanted sex often, and at 
what was sometimes a most incon- 
venient time for Lila. She, on the 
other hand, could take sex relations 
or leave them. 

It will take this couple a long 
time to realize that Jack should be 
considerate of Lila’s reluctance and 
try to overcome it by gentleness, 
kindness and understanding, and 
that Lila will have to learn that 
Jack’s desires are healthy and nor- 
mal and that she should cater to 
him willingly. 

I N their case, as in the instance 
of any couple, the “when” and 
“how often” sex relations should 
take place depend entirely on the 
man and woman involved. What 
gives each pleasure will vary with 
their general emotional attitude on 
a given day, with outside conditions, 
with their health, with their basic 
relationship. You can’t expect any- 
one, male or female, to have his or 
her mind on the boudoir when suf- 
fering from a bad cold, having had 
a battle with the in-laws, a scare 
with the kids, a tongue-lashing from 
the boss and guests in the house. 
Happily, this series of events does- 
n’t happen all at once, but you get 
the idea. Conditions have to be 
right for sex relations to be right, 
and everyone should appreciate that 
fact in determining whether the 
mate is being sufficiently responsive. 

Quality is all-important in sex- 
relations, and this must be kept well 
in mind as you battle to overcome 
the habits— lack of self-control, lack' 
of understanding, coldness, crude- 
ness, and all the rest- that threaten 
to smash your love life. 

No one is perfect,’ least of all in 
the area of sex relations, but if you 
frankly evaluate yourself and try 
to improve, you have an excellent 
chance of building a happy, fulfill- 
ing relationship. END 
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DIRECTORY OF ACTIVE CLUBS 

For your protection, to keep out undesirables, these clubs have agreed 
to co-operate with the Post Office Department. Their extensive adver* 
tising enables them to offer better service. Our clients include biggest 
advertisers in this field. If you are lonely — if life is passing you by — 
why not meet the sun halfway? 
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1200 single women eager to marry. AN ages, shapes and sizes. 
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JAPANESE GIRLS 
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Men! Men! Men! 

We don't care about your age Just 
tell us kind of woman you wish to 
meet. Our women are screaming to 
meet you. 


In about five days after we recciv 
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Write us a letter telling us about 
yourself. Also send in above appli 
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Husbands 
Only Knew—” 

If husbands only knew how much they are missing they would 
not wait another moment to read “Sex Life in Marriage. Many 
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half the delight because they don’t know the knack of sexual 
intercourse! 

WHO IS TO BLAME? 

But this is not all. What of the wife? In all-too-many cases she is 
cheated out of her sex rights. The sex act becomes a one-sided affair. 
The husband thinks his wife is at fault. The wife thinks her husband 
is. to blame. The marriage itself is in danger! 

TELLS WHAT TO DO AND HOW 

Actually both must learn exactly what to do before, during, and 
after sexual intercourse. In “Sex Life in Marriage,” Dr. Oliver M. 
Butterfield gives detailed directions to both husband and wife. 

Using plain words, this famous Marriage Counsellor tells what 
must be done, and what mutt not be done! The “Secrets” of sex 
life are clearly revealed, husband and wife fall in love anew — the 
home is held together! Worry and anxiety disappear. 

Sex mastery replaces doubt. Married life becomes doubly delightful 
because the joys of marriage are shared by bothl 
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^ premium sales. 

CARDIGAN SWEATER, $2.00 ^ 

Luxurious, soft Australian /'S 

wool. Fast-selling line. 


starf your 


\ M yuur 0 r/ ^ 

W home •import 


■ ELECTRIC FOOD MIXER, $1.70 
uh. Ranby, versatile. Fills big 

home market demand. 

V"/ CALENDAR WATCH. A2.4D 

Tells time and date. _ 

lUV lewelled for accuracy. I 

j^H Real European buy. 1 

6. L. MELLINGER, Jr.. President 


I with dazzling 

bargains like these. 


16 MM CAMERA, 
$2.30 Magazine 
load. Uses 
standard 16 mm 
film. Complete 
with case, 
hand strap. 


These amazing import bargains — and thousands of other 
exciting products — can lead you to a fabulous treasure 
chest of profits beyond your wildest dreams. You need 
no previous experience or capital investment. You pocket 
profits before ordering merchandise. My new Drop Ship 
Plan offers you first day profits, full or spare time. I give 
you names and addresses of actual overseas suppliere. 
Show you how to deal direct with overseas source's at 
prices like these. Help fill huge demancl for thousands of 
new sparkling imports. They go fast To stores, premium 
users, mail order — friends, too ! I show you how to cash in 
on this money-making Import-Export boom today! 

YOU GET CONFIDENTIAL PRODUCT REPORTS 

My world-wide network of 53 globe-trotting couriers search trade 
centers of the free world to discover exciting new import bargains for 
you. Evaluated by 22 staff specialists in our Product Intelligence 
Center, only the most profitable products are granted the cherished 
Mellinger Seal of Approval. Product reports and profit plans are 
flashed to you in Confidential Monthly Bulletins. 

I GUIDE YOU EVERY STEP OF THE WAY 

I started at the beginning and learned the hard way! Now I reveal to 
you the same secrets that have made a fortune for me. I show you how 
to start full or spare time from home . . . how to bank your profits up 
to 200% and more even before you pay for merchandise. My simple 
shortcut methods have brought tremendoug profits to other men and 
women who follow my plan. When you realize that over 30 billion 
dollars changes hands every year in Import-Export, you can easily see 
there is plenty of room for many beginners in this booming, big profit 
field. 

RUSH COUPON FOR FREE DETAILS 

Start now to exciting cash profits in this new 
ground floor opportunity. Mail coupon today 
for my FREE BOOK “How to Import & Ex- 
port" — get all the information. See how easy 
it is to get started in Import-Export. No obli- 
gation. Airmail reaches me overnight! 


ELECTRONIC TESTER, $2.65 
AC-DC voltage, 
current, resist- 4piV|| 
ance. Wide angle 1 ' 
dial for instant il 
reading. Sells w 
booming elec- . 

Ironic field. ^ 


FISHING KIT, 
$2.85 Combi- 
nation-spinning- 
fly rod with 
reel. PlusIGpc 
outfit. Sports- 
men's bargain. 


ALL TRANSISTOR RADIO, 
$1.75 Built-in 
speaker. Ferrite < 
antenna. Full | 
band reception. 7 
With case, battery, 
gift boxed. Real 
money-maker. 


mm 






NAME. 


ADDRESS. 


.ZONE. 


.STATE, 




